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"  What's  he  that  wishes  for  more  men  from  El 

"  My  cousin  Westmoreland  1    No,  my  fair  cousin, 

"  If  we  are  mark'd  to  die,  we  are  enow 

"  To  do  our  country  loss  ;  and  if  to  live, 

"  The  fewer  men,  the  greater  share  of  honor. 

*'  No,  'faith,  my  Lord,  wish  not  a  man  from  Englar.fi, 
"  God's  peace,  I  would  not  lose  so  great  an  hoaor, 
"  As  one  man  more,  methinks,  would  share  from  me 
"  For  the  best  hopes  I  have.    Don't  wish  one  more  : 
"Rather  proclaim  it,  "Westmoreland,  through  m 
"  That  he  which  hath  no  stomach  to  this  fight, 
"  Let  him  depart." 

Sh  \  . 
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CHAPTER  I. 

After  a  day  of  bustle  and  commotion-—  occa* 
sioned  by  preparations  for  the  removal  of  Sir 
Phillip  de  Carteret,  and  his  household,  to 
the  manor,  on  the  morrow— -the  inhabitants  of 
Gros-nez  castle  retired  earlier  than  usual  to 
rest.  Edward,  full  of  present  happiness,  and 
still  brighter  anticipations,  had  immediately 
after  the  noon  repast,  marched  with  his  re- 
tainers to  St.  Helerius,  to  perform  in  his  turn, 
the  duties  of  the  guet  de  nuit.  Jacqueline 
alone,  felt  disinclined  to  sleep,  and  having* 
requested  her  attendant  to  put  a  good  supply 
VOL.  II.  B 
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of  fuel  on  the  fire,  dismissed  her  for  the  night. 
Ensconcing-  herself  in  a  huge  chair,  she  sat 
listlessly  watching  the  bright  flames,  as  they 
issued  in  varying  colours  from  the  logs  of  pine, 
elm,  and  decayed  oak,  promiscuously  piled  up 
on  the  hearth,  and  now  burning  brightly.  From 
vacancy,  her  mind  suddenly  darted  back  to  the 
past;  and,  to  judge  from  the  variations  of  her 
speaking  countenance,  deep  and  painful  were 
the  ruminations  which  followed.  Long,  long, 
after  the  gentle,  yet  quickened  breathings  of 
her  friend  gave  indication  of  the  slumber  which 
had  for  a  time  annihilated  consciousness  and 
feeling,  she  sat  in  the  same  attitude  of  soul- 
absorbed  meditation,  her  head  thrown  back, 
her  dark  lustrous  eyes  upraised,  and  her  small 
snowy  hands  clasped  together.  The  bright 
smiles  which  had  lighted  up  her  beautiful  fea- 
tures, whilst  listening  to  the  guileless  and  in- 
genuous confessions  of  the  happy  Margaret  on 
the  subject  of  her  betrothment;  or,  answering 
some  timidly  expressed  hope  or  fear   for   the 
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future,  had  now  given  way  to  a  deep  expression 
of  melancholy.  Rejoicing  in  the  happiness  of 
two  being's  so  truly  dear  to  her,  as  her  cousin 
Edward,  and  the  artless  girl  she  cherished  as 
a  sister,  Jacqueline  had  been  on  this  day  un- 
wontedly  cheerful.  But  how  often  do  thoughts 
of  sadness  break  in  upon  the  soul  in  its  joyous* 
ness  !  even  as  dark  clouds  steal  suddenly  over 
the  blue  canopy  of  the  summer  sky,  till  its 
brightness  gradually  passes,  and  it  dissolves 
itself  in  tears  !  How  olten  does  the  human 
mind  pass  from  exuberant  joy  to  oppressive 
calm — to  intensity  of  reflection,  and  the  past, 
long  stored  in  the  cells  of  memory,  where  it 
has  lain  dormant  or  neglected;  emerge  forth* 
in  a  connected  chain  of  many  links.  The  loved 
ones  whom  death  has  snatched  from  us,  breathe 
— speak  again  ! — past  joys  quicken  the  beating* 
of  the  pulse— past  sorrows  check  the  throb* 
bings  of  the  heart,  as  though  these  things  had 
not  passed  away,  but  still  were — had  not  pasr^ •■•! 
5sa  dream,  and  been  forgotten,  even  as  suebj 
b2 
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till  the  memories  of  them,  at  some  unwelcome 
moment  rush  unbidden  to  our  view,  robbing" 
the  present  of  its  sweetness,  or  cheating  it  of  its 
sting ! 

Alas !  to  Jacqueline  the  past  was  indeed  a 
well,  whence  she  could  draw  most  sweet,  and 
also  most  bitter  waters — how  abundantly  of  the 
latter  !  Her's  had  been  a  chequered  destiny  ; 
her  earliest  recollections  were  steeped  in  sorrow 
— an  orphnn,  (it  might  be  said,  for  her  father 
she  seldom  saw,)  left  to  the  care  of  those  who 
loved  her  not,  her  infancy  was  a  series  of  suf- 
ferings, and  little  griefs,  which  no  fond  eye 
watched,  in  the  hope  to  alleviate ;  no  fond  voice 
spoke  to  soothe  !  Then  came  an  interval  of  un- 
clouded happiness  :  the  maternal  care  and 
tenderness  of  her  aunt,  the  amiable  Lady  de 
Carteret — the  companionship  of  her  warm- 
hearted, generous  little  cousin  the  affection 
and  doating  indulgence  of  her  uncle,  effaced 
the  tears  of  infancy,  and  made  her  youth  one 
perpetual  sunshine  !     The  first  shock  came  — 


THE    FORTRESS  D 

death  removed  one,  who  was  (o  her,  all  that  a 
mother  could  be.  But  this  grief  was  soothed 
nay,  obliterated  by  the  hand  of  time.  Her 
uncle  and  her  cousin,  the  merry,  open-hearted 
Edward,  were  left  to  her,  and  no  father,  no 
brother  could  be  more  kind,  more  affectionate  ! 
a  link  from  the  chain  was  gone — but  the  chain 
itself  was  unbroken,  or  rather,  was  skilfully  re- 
linked. To  this  bereavement  succeeded  a  few 
bright  fleeting  months  redolent  of  bliss— that 
bliss  which  makes  e'en  sorrow  sweet,  and 
makes  the  desert  smile.  She  loved,  and  was 
beloved,  as  few  sordid,  selfish  sons  of  men  can 
love !  Her  dream  was  sweet,  but  brief.  A 
blight  fell  on  her  young  heart,  and  the  canker 
worm  fed  on  it,  even  as  on  the  rose-bud  ;  but, 
without  external  symptoms  of  decay,  for  there 
was  a  patient  endurance  of  suffering,  or  rather 
a  proud  resistance  to  it,  in  her  nature,  which 
checked  its  ravages ;  there  was,  moreover,  a 
deep  feeling  of  affection,  a  total  absence  of  self- 
ishness, which  prompted  her  to  seek  her  own 
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happiness  in  that  of  those  she  loved  :  to  conceal 
aught  that  could  give  them  pain,  or  even  dimi- 
nish their  pleasures.  Thus,  though  Sir  Phillip, 
on  his  neice's  return  from  the  first  visit  she  paid 
with  her  father,  to  her  relatives  in  France,  re- 
marked, that  she  had  lost  the  bright  roses  which 
once  mantled  on  her  cheeks,  and  the  exuberant 
spirits  which  once  delighted  all  around  her,  ho 
was  satisfied  when  she  assured  him  that  she 
was  well  and  happy  ;  he  was  contented,  when 
he  daw  the  smiles  of  affection,  and  sweet  tem- 
per light  up  her  brow  as  wont.  Alas  !  that  kind 
uncle  could  not  read  what  passed  in  the  secret 
recesses  of  her  heart,  he  did  not  witness  the 
many  bitter  struggles  which,  even  as  at  this  mo- 
ment, she  held  with  grief  and  reason  in  the  soli- 
tude of  her  chamber  ;  nor  did  she  wish  that  he — 
that  any  one  should.  It  was  the  memory  of  all 
these  things  which  now  rose  in  regular  succes- 
sion to  the  mind  of  Jacqueline,  conjured  up  by  a 
recurrence  to  the  legend  of  the  minstrel  du  Bois. 
How  strangely  did  truth  and  fiction  seem  blend- 
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ed,  when  she  applied  it,  as] she  involuntarily  did, 
to  her  own  ill-starred  attachment !  How  bewil- 
dering- were  her  conjectures,  when  she  asked 
herself  who  this  du  Bois  could  be  ?  Was  he 
aware  of  the  acknowledged  tie  which  once  sub- 
sisted  between  herself  and  Sir  Julien  de  Mon- 
tessy?  Had  he  been  in  the  service  of  any  of 
the  gay  gallants,  who,  at  the  period  of  her 
sojourn  in  France,  frequented  the  house  of  her 
relative,  the  Lady  Bordelais,  and  either  were, 
or  pretended  to  be,  candidates  for  her  hand? 
The  inquiry  puzzled,  as  it  had  oft  done  before ; 
but  her  thoughts  rested  not  here,  they  wandered 
back  to  her  secret  and  painful  meeting  with  Sir 
Julien  de  Montessy,  prior  to  the  battle  of  Wake- 
field with  the  result  of  which,  our  narrative  com- 
menced. She  next  recalled  the  last  cold,  stern, 
selfish  words  spoken  to  her  by  her  father — her 
father  !  alas  !  how  much  in  name  only,  he  was 
such,  Jacqueline  would  not  allow  herself  to 
think.  Yet,  the  indulgence— the  tender  solici- 
tude and  affection  of  her  uncle,  would  involun- 
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tarily  present  themselves,  and  give  rise  to  a 
comparison  which  was  bitter  indeed  !— and  she 
almost  shuddered,  as  she  now  viewed  in  all  the 
the  force,  the  truthfulness  of  the  present,  the 
dangers  which  threatened  to  rob  her  of  the  only 
two  beings  by  whom  she  was  beloved, — were 
they  also  taken  from  her,  how  truly  lonely,  how 
truly  desolate  would  be  her  condition  !  With 
her  father,  her  mind  could  hold  little  or  no  com- 
munion, their  natures  were  too  differently  con- 
stituted. In  his,  were  found  none  of  those 
mild,  generous,  and  forbearing  qualities,  which 
sweeten  daily  intercourse,  and  which  soften 
down  the  little  asperities  of  life;  none  of  those 
gentle  affections,  which  bind  heart  to  heart,  in 
one  common  bond  of  interest  and  love!  And 
he,  whom  she  once  fondly  hoped  would  have 
shared  the  sweets  of  existence  with  her,  and 
mitigated  its  alternate  bitterness  ! — might  she 
ever  see  him  again  ! — did  he  even  still  remem- 
ber her  ! — had  not  two  years  of  absence  and  of 
silence,  followed  their  last  fond,  but  hopeless 
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interview  1  There  was  wretchedness,  there  was 
agony  in  the  thought !  and,  as  if  fearing  to 
trust  herself  with  it,  or  indulge  reflection  longer, 
Jacqueline  rose  from  her  chair  abruptly,  and, 
selecting  a  volume  from  amongst  the  very  few 
her  cabinet  contained,  re-seated  herself  by  the 
fire,  drew  the  table  with  her  silver  night-lamp, 
to  her  side,  and  began  reading.  At  first  her 
thoughts  wandered  oft  from  the  poet's  theme, 
but  she  persevered  resolutely,  till  her  attention 
became  wholly  absorbed,  and  hour  after  hour 
glided  by,  and  her  eye  strayed  not  from  the 
glowing  pages,  which  diverted  her  mind  from 
agonizing  reflections.  The  volume  was  a 
French  translation  of"  Petrarch's  Sonnets,'1  and 
the  impassioned  poet  at  length  touched  a  re- 
sponsive chord  in  the  bosom  of  his  impassioned 
reader  !  She  rested  the  book  slowly  on  the 
table,  and  tears,  burning  tears,  rolled  slovUy, 
one  after  another,  down  her  cheeks,  yet,  as 
each  forced  its  way  through  the  closed  lids, 
it  was  furtively  dashed   away  j  and,  as  though 
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disdaining  to  yield  indulgence  to  the  weakness 
thev  betrayed,  she  again  had  recourse  to  the 
pages  which  had  thus  power  to  move  her  firm 
nature  !  It  was  in  vain  ! — the  tears  that  had 
before  fallen  slowly  now  gushed  forth  like  an 
impetuous  torrent,  and  her  very  frame  shook 
uith  the  convulsed  sobs  she  endeavoured  to 
repress.  Fearing  to  disturb  the  slumber  of 
her  friend,  she  left  her  seat,  and  quietly  un- 
closing the  window,  stood  at  it,  in  the  hope  that 
the  air  might  relieve  her  from  the  feeling  of 
suffocation  she  endured.  A  chilly  November 
blast,  borne  in  by  the  returning  tide,  rushed 
over  the  rocky  heights,  and  sighed  in  fitful 
moans  as  it  swept  around  the  angles  and 
emhalttements  of  the  castle.  Presently  ap- 
peared the  crescented  moon  ;  it  had  long  been 
struggling  to  penetrate  through  the  dark  masses 
of  fog,  which  had  throughout  the  day  hung 
over  the  sea,  and  enveloped  every  object  in  in- 
distinctness and  gloom  ;  the  dreary  expanse  of 
ocean  also  gradually  became  visible,  and  glit- 
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tering  with  borrowed  lustre,  its  waves  rolled 
on  towards  the  shore,  swelling  proudly  in  their 
course,  and  increasing  in  importance,  till  they 
reached  their  final  bourne,  where,  with  a  low 
melancholy  murmur,  they  announced  the  termi- 
nation of  their  course  ;  yet,  ere  they  had  quite 
disappeared  from  the  eye,  their  successors  came 
rolling  on  with  equal  pomp,equal  pride;  filling  up 
a  momentary  void,  but  to  afford  one  in  their  turn. 
"  Alas  !"  sighed  Jacqueline,  her  mind  diverted 
from  her  own  individual  grief,  '*  alas,  proud 
waves,  how  like  ye  be  to  human  destiny  !  With 
ho  less  busy  activity ;  no  less  pomp,  do  men 
pass  over  the  stage  of  life,  swelling  and  bustling 
as  they  go— rushing  heedlessly,  blindly  along, 
till  their  thread  of  existence  has  spun  its  length, 
and  they  have  reached  their  bourne :  they  dis- 
appear— a  new  generation  steps  in,  and  they  are 
to  earth  as  though  they  had  never  been  !  Ah  ! 
surely  'tis  a  reflection,  such  as  might  quell  each 
wild  struggle,  each  vain  regret,  within  the 
panting   heart !      Short-lived    our  joys,   short- 
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lived  our  sorrows  ;  then  why  these  restless 
strivings  1 . . . "  She  paused  and  drew  back  with 
a  nervous  start ;  a  bat  flitted  by,  and  attracted  by 
the  light,  darted  through  the  casement,  striking 
her  with  its  heavy  wing  as  it  passed,  and  awak- 
ening her  from  the  meditations  into  which  she 
had  so  profoundly  sunk.  She  was  about  to  quit 
the  casement  to  drive  out  the  intruder,  when  a 
reflected  light  on  the'  plain,  distant,  but  distinct, 
rivetted  her  to  the  spot :  at  first  she  thought  it 
might  be  a  delusion, — that  her  eyes  were  daz- 
zled with  continued  gazing  on  the  silvery  waves 
she  closed  and  re-opened  them.  For  a  moment 
the  pulsation  of  her  heart  ceased,  but  her  hear- 
ing and  sight  acquired  double  acuteness — the 
single  glimmer  of  glowworm-like  light  gra- 
dually increased  to  hundreds ;  and  she  distin- 
guished a  dull,  rumbling  sound  which  had 
before  blended  with  the  roar  of  the  sea.  She 
knew  it  was  the  glittering  of  arms  she  saw — 
she  knew  it  was  the  heavy  rolling  of  artillery 
she  heard  '.—Could  the  party  be  fugitives  from 
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guet  de  nuit  ?     The  question  was   soul-sicken- 
ing ;  for  what  might  be  the  fate  of  the  youthful 
commander  1     She  raised  her  clasped  hands  to 
heaven  ejaculating :  "  Oh,  thou  great  and  good 
Eternal,  have   pity  on  us  P1     It  was,  however, 
but  during  a  minute  only,  that  Jacqueline  stood 
inactive  ;    appalled   in   soul,   and   paralyzed   in 
limb  ;  for,  that  minute  devoted  to  reflection,  con- 
vinced ber  that  it  was  not  the  fugitive  night- 
guard  she  saw  advancing  at  so  stealthy  a  pace, 
but  the  hated  band  of  invaders !     With  this  con- 
viction all  her  presence  of  mind  returned.     She 
knew  that  their  object  in  choosing  so  laborious 
and  circuitous  a  route  could  only  be  to  take  the 
garrison  by  surprise,  and  how  easily  could  they 
effect  this  purpose  in  the  quarter  to  which  they 
were  evidently  directing  their  course.     Not  a 
single  sentinel  was  posted  on  that  side  of  the 
castle  ;  the  beetling  cliffs  on  which  it  was  built 
being  looked  upon  as  natural  defences,  yet,  at  nip 
tides,  a  passage  could  be  effected  by  sweeping 
round  the  base  of  these  cliffs  which  formed,  as- 
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it  were,  an  angle  to  the  coast  in  the  rear  of  the 
building— gradually  sloping  off,  and  affording 
an  easy  ascent  to  the  plain.  By  pursuing  this 
route,  Jacqueline  knew  that  the  foe  could,  with 
caution, — if  conducted  by  any  one  well  acquaint- 
ed with  the  localities  of  the  castle,  (which  was 
but  too  evidently  the  case  now,)  arrive  unob- 
served under  their  very  wails;  thus  taken  by 
surprise,  the  fortification,  from  being  totally 
unprovided  with  outworks,  would  fall  an  easy 
prey  to  the  foe,  ere  the  unsuspecting  garrison 
could  be  aroused  from  their  slumbers.  This 
reflection,  would  have  paralysed  the  energies 
of  most  of  her  sex,  but  in  Jacqueline's  nature  so 
much  of  the  heroic  spirit  of  the  de  Carteret  was 
blended  with  the  deep  tenderness  of  the  woman, 
that  it  was  seldom  her  presence  of  mind  forsook 
her— and,  instead  of  yielding  to  the  first  natural 
impulse  of  terror,  she  felt  stimulated  to  act  with 
energy  and  decision.  Seizing  her  lamp,  she, 
with  the  speed  of  a  bird,  flew  along  the  pas- 
sage, and  ascending  a  narrow  flight  of  steps, 
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was,  in  an  incredibly  short  time,  at  her  uncle's 
sleeping  apartment,  in  the  north  tower ;  uncere- 
moniously throwing  open  the  door,  she  again 
and  again  repeated  :  "  St.  Ouen,  St.  Ouen ! 
Uncle  !  uncle  !"  The  heavy  breathing*  of  the 
sleeper  continued ;  not  a  moment  was  to  be 
lost ;  she  approached  the  bed,  and  shook  him 
by  the  shoulder,  with  a  violence  inspired  by 
terror.  The  knight  raised  his  head  from  the 
pillow,  stretched  forth  a  hand  to  grasp  his 
sword,  and  shouted,  "  to  arms  !  to  arms  I" 

"Aye,  to  arms,  in  God's  name,  dear  uncle," 
responded  Jacqueline,  "  the  enemy  steal  upon 
us  unawares  ;  I  saw  the  gleam  of  their  spears, 
and  there  is  the  heavy  rolling  as  of  artillery, 
following  their  noiseless  course." 

"  Now  the  saints  be  merciful  unto  us  !"  eja- 
culated Sir  Philip,  in  bewilderment,  "  Jacque- 
line, art  sure  thou  'st  not  been  deceived  V 

"Quite,  quite  sure,"  replied  his  niece,  and, 
kindling  his  lamp  by  her  own,  she  awaited  no 
further  questioning,  but,  hurrying  on  to  a  still 
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more  distant  part  of  the  castle,  stopped  at 
d'Anneville's  door,  and  having  succeeded  in 
arousing  him,  next  ascended  another  spiral  and 
gloomy  staircase,  taking  the  precaution  as  she 
reached  the  top,  of  lodging  her  torch  within  a 
niche.  She  no  sooner  stepped  on  the  rampart, 
than  the  challenge  of  the  sentinel  met  her  ear — 
she  replied,  but  in  a  voice  so  changed,  so  shrill, 
with  terror,  that  the  man  evidently  did  not  re- 
cognize it — for,  he  advanced  with  the  cautious 
step  of  apprehension,  at  the  same  time  lowering 
his  arquebuse. 

"Put  up  thy  arms,  and  list  to  me1' — she  said 
in  a  calm  but  low  voice — "  our  foes  be  advanc- 
ing stealthily  on  the  castle,  and,  at  this  very  mo- 
ment, rounding  the  cliff.  Speed  thee,  arouse 
the  garrison.  Bid  them  fly  to  arms,  and  man 
the  ramparts,  but  let  all  be  done  in  darkness, 
and  the  strictest  silence,  till  Sir  Phillip's  plea- 
sure be  known, — away  with  thee,"  she  conti- 
nued, seeing  he  was  about  to  speak  ;  "  1  guess 
what  thou  wouldest  say.     I  will  be  responsible 
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for  thy  quitting-  thy  post."  The  sentinel, 
without  hazarding  his  remonstrance,  departed. 
Her  commands  were,  at  all  times,  treated  with 
little  less  deference  than  those  of  the  de  Car- 
teret himself. 

Jacqueline  lingered  a  moment,  and  leaning 
over  the  rampart,  strained  her  eyes  in  the  di- 
rection from  whence  she  had  first  seen  the 
gleam  of  spears;— but  the  moon  was  now  ob- 
scured by  dense  clouds,  and  a  deep  silence 
reigned  around.  Convinced,  however,  that  the 
foe  must  be  near  at  hand,  she  hurried  away  to 
warn,  as  well  as  to  give  the  same  directions  to 
the  sentinel  on  the  south  rampart ;  this  done, 
she  returned  to  her  chamber.  Margaret  was 
still  sleeping  profoundly;  but  Jacqueline  deemed 
the  danger  which  assailed  them  too  imminent, 
to  aitow  her  to  remain  longer  unconscious  of  it; 
she  therefore  aroused  her  cautiously,  and 
begged  of  her  to  dress  herself,  as  speedily  as 
possible,  whilst  she  explained  the  cause,  as  well 
as  the  extent  of  their  perilous  situation.     Mar- 
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garet  listened  with  breathless  anxiety,  but 
neither  fainted  nor  screamed  !  Maidens  in  those 
days,  were  too  well  accustomed  to  the  alarms 
of  war,  to  be  overcome  when  the  presence  of 
danger  called  for  exertion.  She  wrapt  her  dress- 
ing gown  around  her,  and  having  prostrated 
herself  for  a  moment  before  the  ima<re  of  the 
Virgin  Mary,  to  implore  aid  and  protection,  ac- 
companied her  friend  to  the  chamber  of  Sir 
Phillip  de  Carteret.  D'Anneville  was  already 
there,  and  was,  with  the  knight,  vainly  endea- 
vouring to  scan  the  numbers  of  the  slowly 
advancing  foe,  so  that  their  entrance  was  unob- 
served. De  Carteret  drew  back  with  a  move- 
ment, of  despair,  exclaiming: 

"  My  son!  my  son!  these  hell-hounds  have 
passed  the  boundary  over  thy  dead  body,  else, 
they  had  not  been  here  !  ^  Margaret  uttered  a 
faint  moan,  and  tottered  against  the  door  for 
support;  but  Jacqueline  sprang  towards  her 
afflicted  uncle,  and  affectionately  twined  her 
arms  round  his  neck  : 
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"  Arouse  thee  dearest  uncle  !  "  she  said,  with 
difficulty  suppressing  her  terrible  emotion, — 
"he  may  be  unharmed  !" 

"  Unharmed  ! — go  to  ! — thou  dost  underrate 
the  lion  heart  of  my  boy  !  I  tell  thee,  he  lives 
not,  and  we  be  undone!  " 

"  D'Anneville  cast  a  mournful  look  on  Jac- 
queline, that  indicated  how  fully  his  fears  coin- 
cided with  those  of  the  unhappy  father,  then,  on 
the  motionless,  and  indistinctly  seen  form  of 
Margaret,  and  he  breathed  a  prayer  to  heaven, 
that  this  cruel  blow  might  be  spared  her. 

"Dear  uncle/1  resumed  Jacqueline,  brushing" 
away  the  tears,  which  dimmed  her  eyes,  "I 
beseech  thee  take  comfort ;  our  Edward  may 
yet  be  safe— nay,  I  am  sure  that  he  is,  my  heart 
tells  me  so !  Might  not  the  foe  have  resorted 
to  some  stratagem  ?  we  have  now  nip-tides — 
may  they  not  have  been  led  along  the  coast,  by 
some  one  acquainted  with  the  localities  ;  we 
have  had  traitors  among  us,  and  no  doubt,  some* 
aiay  be  found  to  play  the  traitor  still. " 
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"  Now,  bless  thee,  for  a  clever  wench  !  thou 
hast  put  new  life  into  me,"  exclaimed  her 
uncle.  "  There  be  yet  a  glimmering  of  hope  ! 
hark  !  -  -  -  Ah  !  our  knaves  bestir  them- 
selves, and  shame  their  leader  !  d'Anneville,  do 
thou  take  command  of  the  arquebusiers  ;  I  will 
man  the  north  rampart  with  my  sharp-shooters 
the  south  be  safe  enough  ;  but  see  thou  give  no 
sign  of  alarm,  till  the  enemy  he  within  reach  of 
us,  when  I  will  cause  a  signal  to  be  sounded  : 
then  let  loose  the  burst  of  fire-arms  upon  them, 
press  all  hands  into  the  service,  boys,  men,  and 
women  ;  whilst  one  party  discharge,  let  another 
reload  ;  we  will  never  yield,  so  help  me  God, 
and  our  Lady  !  And  yet — and  yet — what  doth 
resistance  avail  1  Alack !  my  poor,  poor  boyv— ■ 
and  he  seemed  about  to  relapse  into  despon- 
dency, but  his  better  genius  stood  near  to 
comfort,  and  arouse  him  to  action. 

"  Uncle,"  said  Jacqueline,  "  could  we  not  put 
an  end  to  this  cruel  doubt  by  firing  the  beacon  % 
If  Edward  hath  escaped,  he  will,  as  agreed  upon, 
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answer  by  firing-  the  one  on  the  Mount  de  la 
Ville,  and  what  is  more,  we  shall  bring-  him  to 
our  assistance?" 

"  I  have  thought  of  that  too,  Jacqueline,  but 
how,  hemmed  in  as  we  be,  could  one  of  our 
knaves  get  to  the  beacon  ?— as  for  going 
through  the  subterranean  passages,  not  one  of 
them,  even  at  my  bidding,  would  do  it ;  and 
neither  d'Anneville  nor  myself  can  be  spared 
from  the  hot  work  we  shall  anon  be  at."  A 
silence  of  a  moment  followed,  which  was  brok- 
en by  a  convulsed  breathing — a  movement 
so  light,  that  it  might  have  been  thought  the 
flutter  of  a  bird — and  Margaret  stood  beside  Sir 
Sir  Phillip  ;  her  cold  hand  rested  on  his,  and 
her  soft  low  voice,  scarce  audibly,  whispered: 

"  It  shall  be  done  !  I  have  no  fear  of  the 
subterranean/' 

"1  understand !— God  bless,  and  aid  thee!" 
The  knight  pressed  her  to  his  bosom,  and  darted 
out  of  the  room,  followed  by  d'Anneville,  who 
could  not  trust  his  voice  to  speak. 
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*'  Heaven  hath  inspired  thee  Margaret !  rt  ex* 
claimed  Jacqueline,  then  hurrying  to  a  chest, 
which  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  she  took  the 
key  therefrom,  and  having  provided  herself,  as 
well  as  Margaret,  with  a  lamp,  they  proceeded 
on  their  dismal  mission.  Urged  by  excitement 
and  despair,  their  delicate  hands,  drew  back  the 
rusty  bolts,  and  loosened  the  heavy  chains  of 
the  door,  which  opened  into  the  court,  with  as 
little  repugnance  and  difficulty,  as  they  would 
at  other  times  have  unlocked  a  jewel  casket.  A 
shudder  passed  through  the  slender  frame  of 
Margaret,  as  she  first  encountered  the  chilly 
damps  which  rushed  out  from  the  gloomy  sub- 
terraneans they  had  to  traverse.  Her  compa- 
nion felt  the  tremor  of  the  hand,  which  rested 
so  heavily  on  her  arm  for  support,  and  spoke  a 
few  words  of  encouragement,  but  in  so  low  a 
voice,  one  might  have  thought  she  feared  to 
break  the  oppressive  silence. 

"  I  knew  not  that   I    trembled,"  responded 
Margaret,  in  the  same  suppressed  tone.    "  I  do 
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assure  thee,  Jacqueline,  the  mind  hath  no  part 
in  the  weakness  of  the  body!  I  have  no  fear, 
— no  thought  for  myself!  Jacqueline,  thou  hast 
never  loved,  or  thou  couldst  not  have  thought 
I  feared  !v  Jacqueline  heaved  a  convulsive  sob, 
but  replied  not ;  and  clinging  still  more  closely 
to  each  other's  side,  they  hurried  on,  the  pale 
light  of  their  lamps  flickering  at  every  step,  and 
often  on  the  point  of  being  extinguished,  by  the 
damp  vapours  winch  sailed  over  them,  no  less 
than  by  the  sudden  flight  of  the  bats  and  owls, 
whom  they  disturbed  in  their  nocturnal  haunts. 

So  strong  was  the  contrast  between  those 
two  sylph-like  creatures,  gliding  gracefully 
along  the  dark,  gloomy  vaults,  which  spoke 
to  the  heart  of  guilt,  suffering,  and  death,  that 
they  might  have  been  taken  for  heavenly  visi- 
tants, sent  on  some  mission  of  peace  to  the 
trembling  captives  within  their  dismal  precincts, 
did  not  the  expression  of  anguish  on  their  pale 
lovely  faces,  at  once  proclaim  them  children  of 
earth. 
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In  silence,  so  deep,  that  they  conld  hear  the 
throbbing  of  their  hearts,  they  arrived  at  the 
postern.  Jacqueline  deposited  her  lamp  on  the 
floor,  and  with  eager  hand  applied  the  key  to 
the  rusty  lock,  which  fitted,  but  which  defied 
her  strength  to  turn.  Margaret  stood  beside 
her;  every  moment  seemed  an  hour  to  her  im- 
patience.— "  She  was  sure  she  should  be  more 
successful  " — and  Jacqueline  resigned  her  labo- 
rious efforts.  But  Margaret  had  over-rated  her 
strength  ;  after  many  unsuccessful  attempts, 
she  sank  upon  her  knees,  quite  exhausted,  and 
raising  her  trembling  hands  to  heaven,  invoked 
the  aid  of  her  patron  saint,  promising,  should 
they  succeed  in  their  enterprise,  to  walk  bare- 
footed to  the  Abbey  of  St.  Helerius,  and  there 
offer  a  pair  of  precious  ear-rings  to  the  Virgin. 

Jacqueline  renewed  her  efforts  but  with  no 
better  success,  and  tears  gushed  passionately 
from  her  eyes,  as  she  turned  to  her  still  kneel- 
ing companion,  exclaiming : 
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"  Margaret   'tis    in  vain  !      Alack !    alack 
heaven  has  made  women  poor,  weak,  depending 
beings  !     Oh  !   wherefore  should  the  strength 
of  soul  be  so  disproportioned  in  us,  to  the  frame 
which  holds  it  %       Wherefore,  unless  nature, 
jealous  for  the  pre-eminence  of  the  first  earthly 
monarch  presented  to  it,  by  the  hand  of  Omni- 
potence, hath   purposely  taken    from  us   the 
power  to  exercise  the  divine   faculty  of   mind, 
with  which  heaven  in  equal  proportion  endowed 
us,  so  that  to  the  weakness  of  the  frame,  might 
succumb  the  strength  and  daring  of  our  soul.1' 

"  Say  rather,  that  we  might  prove  that  the 
soul  can  triumph  over  the  body's  weakness," 
exclaimed  Margaret,  as  the  key  performed  its 
office. 

"  Now  God  forgive  my  repining,"  said 
Jacqueline,  as  she  assisted  her  friend  to  push 
open  the  door  ;  but  to  this  ejaculation  of  thank- 
fulness rapidly  succeeded  one  of  dismay—  a 
furious  blast  swept  in  from  the  sea,  extinguishing 
both  lamps  at  once.  True,  the  mound  was  within 
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two  hundred  yards  of  them,  but  what  availed  it? 
They  had  no  means  to  kindle  the  beacon,  with- 
out retraversing  their  dreary  path  in  darkness  ; 
in  doing*  which,  how  much  time  would  be  lost ! 
Stupified  by  this  unlucky  accident,  they  stood 
for  a  moment  dumb  and  motionless  at  the  en- 
trance, the  next,  they  started  back,  and  clung 
to  each  other.  The  mound  suddenly,  and  as  if  by 
magic,  presented  one  broad  blaze  of  light,  and 
emitted  volumes  of  bright  blue  flame.  When 
their  eyes  became  accustomed  to  the  glare,  they 
perceived  a  tall  unearthly  looking  figure,  stand- 
ing near ;  and  the  sound  of  her  wild  chaunt, 
rose  above  the  howling  of  the  wind  ;  but  the 
language  was  unintelligible  to  the  startled  ears 
it  reached;  her  long,  attenuated  arm,  was 
stretched  over  the  flame,  and  some  small  par- 
ticles dropped  from  the  unclosed  palm  ;  imme- 
diately, there  shot  up  another  lurid  glare,  com- 
mingling the  shades  of  the  rainbow,  and  forming 
a  complete  canopy  of  light  above  her,  ere  it  dis- 
persed.    La  Blanche, — for  La  Blanche  it  was, 
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stept  a  few  paces  aside,  and  clasping  her 
shrivelled  hands,  threw  back  her  head,  and 
stood  gazing  up  into  the  heavens.  One  might 
have  taken  her  for  an  ancient  Sybyl,  invoking 
the  spirits  of  some  other  sphere.  Her  chaunt 
had  ceased,  but  her  lips  remained  apart,  her 
eyes  upraised,  and  her  features,  rendered  of  a 
still  more  unearthly  hue  than  usual,  by  the 
livid  glare  spread  over  them,  exhibiting  so  pow- 
erfully the  workings  of  her  mind,  that  their  ex- 
pression became  too  terrible — too  painful — to  be 
contemplated  :  and  the  two  trembling  spec- 
tators averted  their  faces  with  a  shudder. 
Jacqueline  made  the  sign  of  the  cross,  and 
murmured  in  her  companion's  ear,  "  Of  a  truth, 
Margaret,  she  is  no  good  Christian! — I  have 
oft  heard  she  held  communion  with  the  dark 
spirits  of  other  regions ;  let  us  fly,  the  beacon 
is  kindled,  and  our  object  gained, — 'tis  all  we 
need,  so  let  us  not  stay  longer,  for  we  know 
not  what  influence  her  unholy  power  may  work 
on  us  " 

c  1 
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"  But  our  lights  be  extinguished,"  replied 
Margaret,  in  the  same  subdued  tone,  "and  it  will 
surely  be  impossible  to  find  our  way  through 
those  dreadful  vaults,  in  the  dark!  " 

"  'T  were  better  than  abiding  here  exposed  to 
the  sorceries  of  yon  terrible  woman." 

"  Nay  Jacqueline,"  said  Margaret,  deprecat- 
ingly,  "  I  agree  not  altogether  with  thee,  in 
thy  harsh  judgment.  La  Blanche  inspires  me 
with  awe,  but  not  terror.  I  will  not  deny,  I 
think  her  one  of  those  dread  beings,  to  whom 
deep  mysteries  have  been  revealed  ;  still,  T 
fear  no  evil  at  her  hands.  Hath  she  not  even 
now  proved  herself  friendly  towards  us  ? — hath 
she  not  warned  St.  Ouen  of  danger,  and  once 
saved  the  life  of  Edward  ? — Edward,  Edward ! 
that  name  brings  back  a  rush  of  agony  to  my 
heart !  Jacqueline  she  may  know  his  fate  ;  I 
will  to  her,  and  .   .  .  ." 

"  Not  if  thou  doest  value  thy  immortal  soul !" 
interrupted  Jacqueline,  seizing  her  by  the 
mantle,   to    arrest   her  progress. — "  Margaret, 
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listen,— my  clear  aunt  thought,  felt,  like  thee  ; — 
Margaret,  name  it  not  again, — but  she  died  a 
heretic  !"  The  shudder  which  followed  the  last 
whispered  sentence,  produced  a  corresponding 
one,  in  her  astonished  listener,  who  shrank 
back,  and  clung*  closer  to  her  side.  "  Now 
heaven  protect  us!"  resumed  Jacqueline,  sud- 
denly, and  folding  both  her  arms  round  the  slen- 
der form,  which  rested  against  her,  as  if  to  shield 
it  from  some  impending  blow ;  Margaret 
raised  her  eyes,  and  saw  the  stately  figure  of 
La  Blanche  Vetue,  within  a  few  yards  of 
them. 

*'  Let  us  conceal  ourselves,"  whispered 
Jacqueline ;  but  neither  had  power  to  move. 
La  Blanche  slackened  her  pace  as  she  reached 
the  postern,  and  almost  without  looking  towards 
it,  exclaimed, 

et  Let  not  the  Saxon  maiden  fear  for  the  life 
of  one  most  dear  to  her !  An  unseen  power 
watches  over  him!"  Margaret  sprung  from 
her   knees,    with     hands      outstretched ; — her 
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friend's  warning-  was  forgotten,  she  would  fain 
have  satisfied  her  heart  more  fully,  but  her  com- 
panion witheld  her,  as  she  whispered, 

"  Margaret,  beware !"  La  Blanche  passed 
on  ;  but  not  till  she  was  out  of  sight,  did 
Jacqueline  release  her  hold. 

"  Oh  do  not  chide  me,  Jacqueline  V  ex- 
claimed the  agitated  girl,  "  But  I  could  kneel  to 
her, — I  could  bless  her,  to  hear  but  those  words 
again  !  Let  us  hasten  to  the  castle,  and  cheer 
the  heart  of  good  Sir  Phillip, — he  is  safe 
she  said  so." 

"  He  will  only  smile  at  thy  credulity,  sweet 
Margery,  but  we  will  return.  Hearest  thou  not 
the  frightful  din  without, — shouts  mingling-  with 
the  report  of  fire  arms,  and  the  more  sullen  sound 
of  blows  stoutly  dealt.  The  saints  be  good  unto 
us !  Hark !  If  my  ears  deceive  me  not,  they 
are  making  use  of  their  battering  machines,  and 
on  this  side  the  castle  too,  which  we  have 
hitherto  thought  sufficiently  defended  by  nature  ! 
Speed,   speed  Margaret,  take  thy  lamp,   and 
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follow  me/'  and  Jacqueline  darted  forward. 
Ascending-  the  knoll  with  the  rapidity  of  light- 
ning, she  cast  her  eye  towards  the  Mount  de 
la  Ville.  Oh!  joy !  there  blazed  the  signal  in  an- 
swer to  the  one  which  had  been  kindled  at  the 
castle.  She  re-lighted  her  lamp,  and  was  on  the 
point  of  rejoining  Margaret,  who  was  still  grop- 
ing about  in  the  dark,  for  her's,  when  a  light  tap 
on  the  shoulder,  made  her  start,  and  turning, 
she  again  beheld  La  Blanche  Vetue. 

"Fly  maidens  !  warn  St.  Ouen  that  the  blood 
hounds  be  making  a  breach  on  the  south  side 
of  the  bayle,  tell  him  to  hold  out,  whilst  there 
be  a  man  left  in  the  castle  ; — help  will  be  here 
anon." 

*  And  Edward  !"  gasped  Margaret,  unable  to 
controul  her  suspense,   "  will  he  also  come  1 " 

"  Maiden,  thou  hast  already  been  answered." 
And  La  Blanche  walked  rapidly  away. 

"  He  is  safe  !  told  I  thee  not  so,  Jacqueline  \ 
come,  come V  exclaimed  Margaret,  joyfully. 
iS  Holy  Virgin!  how  selfish  is  human  love! 
Come,  come !"  and  grasping  each  other  by  th" 
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hand,  lighted  by  a  solitary  lamp,  they  threaded 
their  way  as  swiftly  as  though  they  traversed  a 
well  known  tract,  heedless  of  the  noisome 
tenants  of  those  dismal  vaults,  who,  unused  to 
disturbance  in  their  dreary  haunts,  crawled 
across  their  path,  or  fluttered  above  their  heads. 
Breathless,  they  once  more  emerged  into  the 
open  air,  and  traversed  the  bayle  ;  their  ears 
stunned  by  the  din  without  and  within,  they  did 
not  at  first  distinguish  the  nearer  sound  which 
was  most  calculated  to  alarm,  till  a  small  por- 
tion of  the  wall  gave  way,  and  some  of  the 
fragments  crumbled  at  their  feet.  They  sup- 
pressed the  cry  that    sprung    to    their    lips. 

u  Fly  Margaret,  and  warn  my  uncle  !"  gasped 
Jacqueline ;  and  fly  Margaret  did,  as  though 
borne  on  wings,  and  without  pausing,  to  ask 
her  friend's  purpose.  The  heroic  Jacqueline 
drew  a  richly  chased,  and  gem  set  dagger  from 
her  girdle,  such  as  was  then  the  fashion  for 
women  of  her  rank  to  carry,  more  by  way  of  or- 
nament and  custom,  than  for  use. 

"Now  heaven  nerve  my  arm  !"  she  exclaimed. 
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the  first  intruder  shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  his 
daring* !"  and  she  resolutely  stationed  herself 
beside  the  breach  that  had  been  effected  in  the 
massive  wall.  The  assault  from  without  was 
redoubled,  the  aperture  widened,  and  some  of 
the  fragments  even  struck  her  foot  in  falling; 
still,  her  courage  remained  unshaken,  she 
grasped  her  fragile  weapon  more  firmly,  and 
snppressed  her  breathing, — a  head  peered 
through  the  opening;  she  lifted  her  arm  to 
strike,  it  was  withdrawn  ;  the  breach  was  not 
wide  enough !  Jacqueline  drew  a  long  breath, 
and  the  blows  from  without  were  renewed. 

"Now  we  have  them'/'  exclaimed  a  gruff 
voice  exultingly,  and  the  same  head  appeared 
through  the  opening.  Again  was  Jacqueline's 
breathing  suspended, — her  arm  uplifted,  when 
a  flash  of  light  darted  before  her,  gliding  along 
the  descending  blade  she  firmly  grasped ;  and 
then,  a  report  close  at  her  ear — a  groan,  a 
heavy  fall  from  without  succeeded  ;  then  an  in- 
fantine laugh  from  some  one  behind  her.      She 
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turned  quickly  round,  and  there  stood  Jean 
Marie  de  Senmaresq ! 

"  They  would  none  o'  me  on  the  ramparts," 
he  exclaimed, '?  they  thought  I  was  but  lumber 
in  their  way,  but  I  can  fire  an  arquebuse,  can  I 
not  Mistress  Jacqueline  ?  See  here,  I  am  pre- 
paring* for  another  pop!  I  have  been  looking 
for  ye,  and  sweet  Mistress  Margaret,  in  your 
chamber,"  he  continued,  coolly,  and  dexterously 
reloading  his  piece,  "and  when  I  could  not 
find  ye  there,  I  came  into  the  bayle  with  my 
arquebuse,  thinking  I  might  climb  up  the  wall, 
and  get  a  sly  mark  or  two  at  those  French 
devils.  Now  I  pray  God,  another  villain  may 
push  his  noddle  through  ;  T  am  ready  for  him, 
and  like  the  fun  better  than  I  can  tell !  What 
say  you  Mistress  Jacqueline  ?  There  be  no 
wickedness  in  slaying  such  varlets  ?" 

"Not  when  they  come  to  take  our  lives, 
assuredly,"  replied  Jacqueline,  recovering  from 
her  astonishment.  "My  brave  little  fellow, 
thou  hast  done  as  much  good  service  as  could 
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twenty  armed  knights.  Let  thine  arm  and  thine 
eye  be  as  steady  next  time ;  on  our  keeping  out 
these  knaves  till  mine  uncle  arrive,  may  de- 
pend the  lives  of  us  all  !" 

"  And  what  w  ere  ye  doing  there,  with  that 
dainty  little  blade  1 "  asked  the  boy,  "  I  would 
give  much  for  the  like  o  it ; — but  what  were  ye 
doing  fair  Mistress  Jacqueline  1  Ye  did  not 
think  to  stand  there,  and  prevent  them  from 
getting  through  the  hole    by    yourself,    and 

armed  only  with Hark!  the  cunning  knaves! 

they  be  at  work  again  !  I'll  just  let  off  my  piece 
to  frighten  the  villains :" 

rt  Nay,  nay,  keep  it  ready  for  a  sure  aim ' ' 
replied  Jacqueline,  witholding  his  arm';  but 
no  second  head  presented  itself,  although 
the  noise  without  continued.  Jacqueline  was 
not  sufficiently  conversant  in  war  to  know,  that 
the  assailants  were  now  working  laboriously  to 
demolish  the  wall,  their  first  more  speedy  plan 
of  effecting  an  entrance  man  by  man,  having 
been  frustrated  by  the  belief  that  the  garrison 
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had  received  warning,  and  stood  prepared  to 
drive  them  back,  in  which  case  an  attempt  to 
gain  a  footing"  singly,  was>  but  as  in  the  first 
instance,  a  wanton  sacrifice  of  life. 

Side  by  side,  stood  Jacqueline  and  her  little 
knight,  with  beating  heart,  and  immoveable  eye, 
listening  to  the  discordant  voices  without,  and 
watching  for  the  reappearance  of  another  hated 
foe  at  the  breach. 

"  There  goes  ! — Oh  the  knaves !"  exclaimed 
Jean  Marie,  as  with  a  stunning  crash,  a  large 
portion  of  the  wall  yielded^  a  few  yards  below 
where  they  stood.  "  They  '11  be  pushing  their 
ugly  heads  through  there  now,  I  warrant  me ! 
Mistress  Jacqueline,  let  me  go,  that  I  may  be 
prepared  for  them !" 

*  Go,  and  be  prudent,"  replied  Jacqueline,  in 
a  suffocated  voice,  hope  at  length  dying  within 
her,  though  unabated  courage,  kept  her  at 
her  post.  To  another  crash,  another  breach 
succeeded.  Jacqueline  gave  all  up  as  lost,  but 
stirred   not ; — she  stifled  even  her  breathings 
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to  list  for  the  tramp  of  feet  from  within  ; — but 
no!  she  heard  only  the  terrible  shouts  from 
the  besiegers  : 

"  De  Breze !  de  Breze  !  La  France  !  la 
France !" 

«  Will  they  not  come  1  Holy  Mother,  will 
they  not  come  V  she  ejaculated,  clasping  her 
hands,  in  agony  ;  at  that  moment  a  light,  and 
hurried  footstep  approached,  and  Margaret, 
who  had  heard  her  passionate  exclamation,  said 
breathlessly,  "  Yes,  they  come,  they  come  !17 
and  throwing  her  arms  round  her  friend,  whilst 
tears  streamed  from  her  eyes,  she  continued, 
"  Oh  sweet  Jacqueline,  thou  didst  not  follow, 
and  my  heart  was  well  nigh  dead  within  me !  I 
thought,  ah  !  I  thought  something  dreadful  had 
befallen  thee !  But  come,  hearest  thou  not  the 
clatter  of  their  arms?  we  shall  but  embarrass 
their  approach ;"  and  she  drew  her  friend 
across  to  the  other  side  of  the  court,  where  they 
stood  within  the  arch  of  the  doorway,  till  part 
of  the  garrison,  headed  by  Sir  Phillip,  passed 
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on  to  the  breach.  Jacqueline  called  out  to 
Jean  Marie  to  follow  them,  but  a  frightful  crash 
alone  responded  ;  a  volume  of  dust  past  them  ; 
and  then  followed  the  long  reiterated  shout, 

"  De  Breze !  de  Breze  !  tue  !  tue !"  The 
breach  was  effected,  and  the  assailants  poured 
in,  still  shouting  with  savage  exultation,  "  Tue  ! 
tue  !"  The  cries  were,  however,  soon  drowned 
in  the  clashing  of  steel,  and  the  report  of  fire 
arms  ;  in  the  midst  of  the  frightful  din,  which 
seemed  to  put  a  stop  to  the  respiration  of  her 
more  timid  companion,  Jacqueline  thought  but 
of  the  brave  little  Jean  Marie.  She  called  on 
his  name,  and  implored  him  to  return  to  her ; 
but  the  hoarse  sounds  of  strife  alone  responded 
to  her  voice,  and  distracted  with  the  thought  of 
what  must  be  his  fate  in  so  rude  an  encounter; 
she  advanced  so  far,  at  one  time,  as  to  get  hem- 
med in  by  the  combatants.  The  soldiers  of  her 
uncle,  recognizing  her  voice,  with  difficulty 
cleared  a  passage  for  her ;  and  one,  more 
zealous  than  the  rest,  offered  to  make  a  search 
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for  the  boy.  She  was  obliged  to  content  her- 
self with  this  promise,  and  returned  to  Marga- 
ret, whom  she  found  kneeling  under  the  arch, 
weeping  and  praying  by  turns. 

"  This  horrid  sight  is  too  much  for  thee,  dear 
Margery,  we  had  best  retire  to  our  chamber," 
said  Jacqueline,  affectionately,  attempting  to 
raise  her. 

"  Nay,  nay,11  responded  Margaret,  mourn- 
fully, *  we  will  kneel  here,  and  pray ;  'tis  all 
we  now  can  do !" 

"  But  we  are  not  in  surety,  Margaret,  come 
come,"  and  she  drew  her  forcibly  back,  as  the 
flash  of  an  arquebuse  passed  within  half  a  dozen 
yards  of  them,  and  a  party  of  the  garrison, 
pressed  hard  by  more  than  double  the  number 
of  assailants,  receded  fighting,  and  now  stood 
within  a  short  distance  of  the  arch,  which  parti- 
ally sheltered  them.  "  Indeed  Margaret,  we  can- 
not stay  here,"  again  urged  Jacqueline,  stationing 
herself  so  as  to  protect  her  companion. 

"  Wherefore  not  V*  exclaimed  Margaret,  with 
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passionate  grief.  "  Edward  hath  not  come,  and 
all  must  be  lost !  If  the  garrison  perish, 
were  it  not  better  that  we  should  share  their 
fate,  than  survive  to  long  years  of  misery  V 

"  Margaret  thou  shouldst  not  argue  thus  ! 
Life  is  not  a  worthless  boon  from  heaven,  which 
may  be  discarded  at  pleasure,  'tis  a  loan  for 
which  thou  wilt  have  to  render  an  exact  ac- 
count at  God's  high  tribunal.  Come,  let  us  to 
our  chamber,  we  may  there  espy  the  approach 
of  our  friends.  Heaven  will  not  abandon  us  to 
our  cruel  foes  !"  and  as  she  spoke,  she  led  the 
desponding  Margaret  to  their  chamber.  There, 
side  by  side,  they  took  their  station  at  the 
narrow  grated  window.  The  sight,  but  not 
the  sound  of  strife  was  now  lost,  for  the  com- 
batants had  flocked  to  the  breach,  which  the 
battering  machines  were  still  at  work  to  widen. 

The  moon,  which  had  now  risen  high  in  the 
heavens,  surrounded  by  a  myriad  of  glittering 
stars,  threw  a  holy  light  over  the  desolate  plain, 
along  which  they  stretched  their  aching  eye- 
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bails  to  catch  the  first  approach  of  those  on 
whom  hung  all  their  hopes  of  life.  Presently 
the  glimmer  of  one  solitary  spear  was  seen. 

"  'Tis  a  horseman  !"  ejaculated  both. 

"  Holy  mother! — one  horseman,  only  !"  mur- 
mured Margaret.  "Mayhap a  fugitive!  Jacque- 
line,— it  may  be  Edward!  Quick,  to  the 
draw-bridge,  it  must  be  lowered,  or  he  is 
lost!" 

"Nay,  thou  art  in  the  wrong,"  replied  Jacque- 
line, as  the  horseman  wound  a  blast  on  the 
horn,  suspended  to  his  waist,  which  was  in- 
stantly answered  by  a  shower  of  arrows,  from 
the  few  bowmen,  left  on  the  ramparts.  "  Yon 
cavalier  is  no  friend  ! — Lo  see  !  the  combatants 
rush  to  this  side  of  the  castle,  they  are  about 
to  renew  the  attack  in  front.  What  can  this 
mean  ?— -No  '.—they  ride  off !  Holy  Mother,  be 
they  put  to  flight'? — but  no,  there  be  no  pur- 
suers !  Margaret,  there  is  a  cessation  of  strife 
It  must  be  some  wily  stratagem."  Whilst  Jac- 
Jacque'ine,  in  disjointed  interjections,  thus  de- 
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tailed  the  movements  of  the  foe ;  they  were 
as  she  represented,  in  rapid  flight,  unpursued, 
save  by  a  volley  of  arrow  s.  Meanwhile,  a  con- 
siderable stir  took  place  in  the  castle.  Jac- 
queline and  Margaret  looked  at  each  other  in 
dismay — the  blood  stagnated  in  their  veins — 
they  knew  not  what  to  think,  what  to  do  1 — 
Jacqueline    was    the    first   to    speak. 

"  I  must  know  what  is  passing  !  This  sus- 
pense is  too  terrible  !"  and  she  moved  towards 
the  door,  Margaret  mechanically  following. 

As  they  groped  in  the  dark,  through  the 
door-way,  they  stumbled  against  some  person, 
about  to  enter,  and  heard  a  rude  oath  uttered 
in  the  harsh  dialect  of  the  Islanders. 

"  Ah!  is  it  thou  Le  Brun!"  exclaimed  Jacque- 
line, eagerly,  "  tell  me  quickly,  have  our  cruel 
foes  triumphed  1" 

"  Oh  no  lady,  not  yet,  but  God  and  die  Saints 
only,  can  forsee  how  it  will  end  !" 

"  But  what  meaneth  this  cessation  of  strife; 
— the  enemy,  be  they  in  flight  1" 
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"  To  all  seeming,  lady,  but  Sir  Phillip  be  too 
good  a  captain,  and  too  wise  a  bird,  to  be  easily 
caught  by  chaff;  these  cunning  devils  think  to 
tempt  us  to  a  sortie,  and  then  if  they  could  but 
catch  us  in  their  trap,  they  think  that  sith  they 
be  four  times  as  many  as  ourselves,  they  'd 
speedily  settle  our  account.1' 

u  But  do  our  men  no  longer  defend  the 
breach  1  By  the  commotion,  I  judged  they 
had  re-entered  the  castle  V 

"  Our  captain  hath  availed  himself  of  the 
respite  they  have  given  us,  and  so  our  fel- 
lows be  a  hauling  some  pieces  up  to  the  breach 
to  be  prepared  to  receive  them,  when  they 
think  proper  to  return  to  it,— and  .  .  .  ."  He 
was  here  interrupted  by  a  faint  moan,  which 
seemed  to  proceed  from  some  burthen  he  bore 
in  his  arms.  The  maidens  were  about  to  ques- 
tion him,  when  the  infantine  tones  of  Jean 
Marie  caught  their  ear. 

"  Pray  heaven,  no  evil  hath  befallen  thee 
dear  child,"  exclaimed  the  elder  of  the  two. 
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"  I  befear  me  his  hurts  be  somewhat  serious, 
lady,  though,"  replied  le  Brun,  in  a  kind  but 
rough  tone,  "I  brought  him  to  ye  that  ye  might 
see  to  him  ;  beshrew  me,  but  'tis  an  eaglet  with 
a  dove's  plumage  ! — I  have  had  him  tucked 
under  my  left  arm,  full  ten  minutes,  but  before 
that,  God  wot,  he  needed  none  to  defend  him." 

"  Get  a  light,  good  le  BrUn,"  said  Jacqueline 
much  affected,  "  and  that  too  with  all  speed — 
here,  lay  thy  precious  charge  in  my  arms,"  and 
she  seated  herself  on  the  floor,  to  receive  the 
patient  little  sufferer. 

"  Speak,  my  brave  boy,  art  thou  much 
hurt  V  she  asked,  as  she  tenderly  rented  his 
cold  cheek  on  her  bosom,  and  kissed  his  damp 
forehead. 

"  Rather  much,"  was  the  reply,  "  but  you 
and  sweet  Mistress  Margaret  will  heal  me, 
and  as  ye   did   Messire   d'Anneville,   will   ye 

DOt?"    .    .    . 

"  Yes,  that  will  we,  and  much  more  tenderly," 
replied  Margaret,  suppressing  her  sobs,  and 
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eagerly  possessing  herself  of  the  lamp,  which 
le  Brun  brought      On  examining  the  wounds, 
it  was  found  that  they  had  been  dealt  with  a 
dagger,  which  had  entered  between  the  ribs. 
How  he  had  survived  so  long  seemed  a  mystery, 
for  the  flow  of  blood  had  been  immense.    With 
tenderness  and   skill,   Margaret   proceeded   to 
dress  and  bandage  up  the  wound  ;  yet,  the  ope- 
ration occasioned  such  acute  pain,  as  to  revive 
the  poor  boy  from  the  dead  faint  into  which  he 
had   fallen,  previous    to    its     commencement. 
They  then  laid  him  on  a   bed,  and  having  ad- 
ministered some  mild  restorative,  placed  them- 
selves beside  him,  vainly  hoping  to   see  him 
sink  into  a  deep  sleep,  to  which  they  alone 
trusted  for  the  recruiting  of  exhausted  nature, — 
but  they  hoped  in  vain.     He  became  every  mo- 
ment more  restless,  and  his  pulse  more  flutter- 
ing, still  he  uttered  no  complaint,  and  received 
their  tender  earresses  and   endeavours  to  give 
him   ease,  with   such  touching  sensibility,  that 
their  tears  would  gush  forth,  spite  of  their  en- 
deavours to  repress  them. 
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"  How  very  good  of  ye  both  to  weep  for  me,1' 
he  at  length  said.  "  Pray  you  cease,  for  I  am 
more  at  ease,  and  tell  me  if  ye  can,  what  they 
be  doing  without  %  I  would  give  the  pretty 
pony  that  Sir  Phillip  gave  me  the  other  day, 
to  be  amongst  them  again  !" 

"  I  will  tell  thee,  but  thou  must  not  speak 
Jean  Marie/'  replied  Margaret,  "thou  must  not 
even  think  of  the  affray  ;  thou  hast  proved  thy- 
self as  brave  a  hero  as  the  best  of  them,  and 
hast  already  done  thy  part." 

16  A  hero,  didst  thou  say,  sweet  Mistress  Mar- 
garet !  Thinkest  thou  any  beside  thee  will  say 
sof 

"  Of  a  surety,  they  can  do  nought  else,  for 
thou  deservest  It." 

"  Then  they  will  not  call  me  puny,— baby, — 
and  braggart,  any  more!"  he  exclaimed,  with 
much  energy,  of  tone  and  manner,  and  raising 
himself  on  his  elbow  ;  the  effort  was  too  great, 
and  he  sunk  back  on  his  pillow  with  a  moan. 

"I  implore  thee  not  to  speak,    dear  child. 
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thou  wilt  retard  thy  recovery/'   remonstrated 
Jacqueline. 

"If  ye  will  tell  me    first,   what   be    doing 
without,  and  then  repeat  a  pater  noster  to  me* 
I   will  not  speak  again,"  he  replied,  but  in  a 
voice   so   feeble,  as   scarcely    to    be    audible. 
Thus  implored,  Margaret  went  to  the  window, 
and  her  thoughts  returned  to  the  channel,  from 
which  they  had  for  a  moment  been  diverted}  she 
took  an  anxious  survey  without  — Not  a  human 
being  was  seen  to   s  ir  on  the  plain,  and  not  a 
movement  was  to  be  heard  in  the  castle.      This 
strange,  death-like  silence,  after  the   horrible 
congregation  of  sounds  with  which  her  ears  had 
been  stunned,  was  most  appalling ; — what  could 
it  bode? — She  had  ceased  to  hope,  and  now 
caught   only   at   despair ;— could     the    French 
have  returned  to  the  assault,  and  proved  victo- 
rious?— put  the  garrison  to  the  sword,  and  left 
the  castle  to   complete   their  conquest  by  the 
massacre  of  the  tenants  in   the  neighbouring: 
hamlets  1 — her  heart   sickened,  her  eyes  grew 
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dizzy.  She  clung  to  the  iron  bars  of  the  win- 
dow for  support.  A  cry  from  Jacqueline,  re- 
called her  fleeting  senses  ;  she  flew  to  the  bed 
— the  cause  of  that  cry  was  soon  explained. 
The  little  sufferer  lay  struggling  in  the  last 
convulsion  of  nature  !  The  two  maidens  knelt 
beside  each  other,  and  devoutly  repeated  the 
prayers  ordained  by  the  church,  for  the  dying, 
in  behalf  of  the  innocent  spirit  which  was  wing- 
ing- its  flight  to  its  eternal  home !  Ere  their 
voices  ceased  the  struggle  was  over,  the 
sufferer  breathed — felt — no  more  ! 

"  Thus  engaged,  they  heard  not  the  tramp  of 
steeds  and  heavy  feet,  nor  the  loud  clamour  of 
exulting  voices,  neither  the  hasty  strides  of  one 
clad  in  armour,  advancing  towardsj  their  cham- 
ber, and  stopping  short  at  the  threshold. 

"  Margaret !  "  exclaimed,  a  musical,  yet 
manly  voice  ;  Margaret  sprung  to  her  feet,  and 
was  folded  to  the  heart  of  Edward  ! 
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CHAPTER  \\. 

"  De  Breze's  sudden  retreat  from  the  castle, 
so  far  from  being,  as  Sir  Phillip  imagined, 
a  ruse  to  entice  him  to  make  a  sortie,  was  in 
fact  a  measure,  if  not  of  absolute  necessity,  aft 
least,  one  of  prudence. 

"The  horseman,  who  was  at  first  thought  to 
be  a  fugitive  from  the  conquered  guet  de  nuit, 
of  which  Edward  had  the  command,  was,  in 
reality,  a  scout,  whom  de  Breze  had,  on  landing 
in  the  harbour  of  St.  Aubin's  Bay,  taken  the 
precaution  to  dispatch  to  espy  their  movements, 
-and  give  timely  notice,  should  they  i>y  aiij 
;oi,  h.  m 
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chance,  become  acquainted  with  the  peril  with 
which  the  castle  was  threatened,  and  march  to 
succour  it.     Of  such   a   result  de    Breze   had, 
however,  little  anticipation,  so  confident  was  he 
that  he  had  eluded  their  vigilance.     Every  thing 
too,  seemed   to  favour  his  enterprise ;     there 
was  a  land  fog,  a  fair  wind,  and  a   favorable 
tide.     Conducted  by  a  pilot,  whom  the  renegade 
Le  Boutillier  had   gained   over  by  large  pro- 
mises, they  arrived  speedily  at  St.  Aubin1s  Bay, 
which  was  not  more  than  two  miles  distant  from 
the   castle.     Here,   they   had    no   difficulty    in 
landing  their  men  and  battering  machines,  with- 
out attracting  notice,  for  Le  Boutillier  well  knew 
every  inch  of  ground.     They  were  then  divided 
into  two   equal  bodies,   with   the   intention   of 
making  an  open  attack  on  the  front  of  Gros-nez, 
to  call  off  the  attention  of  the  garrison  from  the 
side,  to   which  Le  Boutillier  led  de  Breze,  by  a 
secret  path ,  with  his  engineers  and   battering 
machines,  and  where,  with   the  aid  of  rafters 
placed  across  the  fosse,  they  horded,  by  stealth- 
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ily  making-  a  breach,  to  surprise  the  cattle 
whilst  the  garrison  were  repelling*  the  attack , 
made  in  front.  By  what  chance  they  were 
frustrated  in  their  designs  has  been  already 
seen  ;  yet,  however  stout  the  resistance  held 
out  by  the  brave  little  band,  under  Sir  Phillip, 
they  must  have  finally  yielded,  had  not  de  Breze 
been  called  off  by  the  announcement  from  his 
scout,  that  the  qtiet  de  unit  was  advancing 
Thus  the  Escorceur  saw  himself  once  more  re- 
duced to  the  mortifying  necessity  of  flight,  the 
force  he  had  with  him,  not  being  sufficiently 
strong  to  stand  an  attack  from  both  parties  ;  full 
a  third  of  his  men  were  left  in  the  fortress,  in- 
valided from  the  last  desperate  affray  which  had 
been  so  fatal  to  him.  When  Hdvvard  came  up 
to  their  rescue,  the  garrison  nothing  doubted 
that  de  Breze  disappointed  in  his  manoeuvre, 
had  returned  to  the  charge;  great,  therefore 9 
was  their  joy,  when  his  well  known  signal 
sounded  on  their  ear;  nor  was  his  ejaculation 
of  thankfulness   less  heart-felt,  when  their  loud 
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cheer  responded  to  it.  A  few  minutes  sufficed 
to  explain  all,  and  determine  on  a  pursuit  of  the 
foe,  whose  flight,  they  now  knew,  to  be  in  earn- 
est, but  they  arrived  at  the  bay,  only  to  behold 
their  vessels  putting  out  to  sea.  We  pass  over 
the  mutual  congratulations  which  followed ; 
the  tears  which  were  shed — the  words  of  en- 
dearment— of  happiness — of  gratitude,  which 
were  spoken — the  looks  of  affection,  which  said 
even  more  than  words; — and  we  accompany 
the  worthy  knight  soon  after  the  morning's 
dawn,  to  a  spot  of  lonely,  and  peculiar  loveli- 
ness, where  a  Calvary,  just  at  the  opening  of  a 
woody  glade,  suddenly  broke  upon  the  view. 
Nailed  to  a  cross,  about  fifteen  feet  high,  curi- 
ously curved  and  gilded,  was  seen  the  figure  of 
the  Redeemer  of  the  world,  a  crown  of  glory 
held  over  his  head  by  an  angel ;  to  the  left,  the 
Virgin  Mary, — to  the  right,  St.  Peter,  with  the 
keys  of  heaven  in  his  hand.  The  rude  flight  of 
*tone  steps  leading  up  to  the  cross  was  broken 
and  rugged,  as  though  worn  with  the  feet  and 
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knees  of  the  devout  Islanders,  who  never  passed 
that  revered  shrine,  without  bending*  knee,  and 
bowing  head  and  heart  before  it  Around  the 
basement  of  the  cross  might  be  seen  numerous 
curiously  carved  crucifixes,  and  other  devices, 
all  placed  there  as  votive  offerings  from  such  as 
could  afford  none  more  valuable;  and  most,  if 
not  all,  deposited  as  counter- charms  to  sorceries 
and  dealings  in  the  black  art,  or  from  some 
equally  superstitious  motive!  I  know  not  if  it  be 
in  strict  accordance  with  Protestant  principles,  to 
say  so,  but  notwithstanding  all  I  had  previously 
heard  and  read  of  the  superstitions  of  the 
Romish  church,— of  the  folly,  the  idolatry  of 
bending  the  knee  to  carved  images ;  certain  it 
is,  that  when  first  one  of  these  Calvaries  burst 
upon  my  view,  in  a  spot  of  quiet  and  rural 
beauty,  embowered  in  trees,  and  with  the  bright 
blue  canopy  of  heaven  above,  the  melody  of 
birds,  and  the  incense  of  young  spring  flowers 
around  it ;  I  paused  in  my  laughing  career  ; — 
my  heart  rebounded!     A  feeling  at  once  so- 
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lemn  and  tender  crept  to  it. — I  could  have 
wept,  not  tears  of  grief,  but  love  ; — I  could  have 
knelt  upon  those  rude  steps,  and  poured  forth 
ray  soul  in  humble  adoring-  gratitude,  to  the 
Great  Being  who,  by  so  merciful  an  interposi- 
tion, had  procured  for  that  yearning  soul  an 
eternity  of  bliss,  which  would  richly  compensate 
for  all  the  manifold  struggles  it  had  already? 
and  must  still  endure,  during  its  short  earthly 
pilgrimage  !  Surely,  whatever  is  calculated  to 
call  feelings,  such  as  these,  to  the  human  breast, 
— whatever  is  likely  to  awaken  it  from  its  supine- 
ness — to  arouse  it  from  the  cold  indifference — 
the  fatal  security,  which  pervade  the  multitude, 
cannot  be  reprehensible  !  No,  I  repeat  it,  there 
is  to  me  something  unspeakably  touching  in 
thus  unexpectedly  being  reminded  of  the  Re- 
deemer, of  having  him  brought  before  your  eye, 
and  as  it  were  appealing  to  your  heart,  in  the 
midst  of  Nature's  sublime  solitude,  where  one 
voice  alone  is  heard, — the  voice  of  Omnipotence* 
—of  "  His  Father  and  our  Father,"  speaking 
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in  the  blue  ethereal  sky,  the  blooming  earth, 
the  fragrance  of  flowers,  the  verdure  of  the 
fields,  the  graceful  undulations  of  the  leafy 
trees,  the  murmur  of  the  rivulet,  the  song  of 
birds,  and  the  mysterious  echo  of  the  shore- 
bound  wave!  Oh,  who  hath  ever  heard  that 
voice,  multiplied  and  springing  from  diverse 
sources,  yet,  combining  in  one  harmonious 
melody,  and  not  felt  within  him  the  divine  es- 
sence of  immortality  1 — the  bounding  joyousness 
of  an  awakened  soul,  responding  to  its  Creator, 
— *'  Speak  on  Lord,  for  thy  servant  heareth  !" 
Howr  is  he  to  be  pitied,  to  whom  this  voice 
has  never  spoken  ;  how  much  so  him,  to  whom 
it  has  spoken,  but  met  with  no  response !  Of  wha^ 
joy,  what  sublime  emotion,  has  that  unhappy 
one  been  deprived ! 

Whether  a  feeling  similar  to  that  which  we 
have  but  faintly  described,  assailed  the  proud, 
daring  spirit  of  Sir  Phillip,  as  he  casually 
reached  this  spot  of  holy  calm,  and  prompted 
him  to  pause,  and   bend  the  knee  before  that 


5&  THE   FORTRESS 

rude,  hut  imposing-  shrine,  or,  whether  he  hat 
purposely  sought  it  to  pour  out  the  effusion  of  a 
grateful  spirit,  we  cannot  say,  but  certain  it  is, 
he  knelt  upon  those  rugged  steps,  and  crossed 
lis  breast  and  forehead,  with  all  the  devotion  of 
a  zealous  Catholic.  His  prayer  to  heaven  was 
short,  but  fervent,  dictated  by  the  heart,  and 
pronounced  in  no  set  phrases.  When  he  arose 
there  was  an  expression  of  touching  benignity 
and  composure  on  his  noble  features.  He  still 
stood  on  the  steps  of  the  shrine,  reverently 
holding;  his  riding  cap  in  his  hand,  and  his  eye 
alternately  wandering  from  one  holy  image  to 
another,  till,  prompted  by  some  new  impulse  of 
gratitude  or  devotion,  he  knelt  immediately 
before  the  image  of  the  Virgin,  and,  to  her  ad- 
dressed his  orisons ;  he  thanked  her  for  the  aid 
she  had  vouchsafed  to  give  in  the  perils  which 
hnd  just  beset  him, — he  asked  her  protection  for 
the  future,  and  vowed  should  he  come  off  vic- 
torious in  this  desperate  struggle  with  his  foes,  to 
*nake  a  pilgrimage  to  the  shrine  of ci  Our  Lady 
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of  Boulogne,'1 — in  token  of  gratitude  for  her 
favour,  and  in  atonement  for  past  omissions. 
He  then  arose,  and  went  on  his  way,  with  the 
enlivened  manner  of  one  who  has  just  acquitted 
himself  of  a  great  and  sacred  duty. 

Before  we  smile  at  this  uniooked  for  compli- 
ance with  the  superstitious  customs  of  his  day, 
from  one  of  so  independent  a  spirit,  of  so  clear 
and  searching  a  penetration,  one  too,  who 
shewed  such  supreme  contempt  for  all  that  bor- 
dered on  superstition,  as  did  Sir  Phillip  de  Car- 
teret, let  us  pause  to  contemplate  the  haughty 
the  daring  Catherine  de  Medicis,  at  a  later  pe- 
riod, sending  a  pilgrim  to  the  Holy  Land,  with 
earnest  injunctions  to  journey  on  his  way,  mak- 
ing alternately  three  steps  forward  and  one 
backwards!  Let  us  also  take  into  consideration, 
that  a  pilgrimage  to  our  Lady  of  Boulogne  Sur- 
Mer,  was  at  this  period,  as  well  as  some  three 
centuries  later,  in  such  vogue,  that  not  only  did 
multitudes  flock  to  it  from  the  extremity  of  the 
East  of  Europe,  but  we   read,  that  the  penance 
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imposed  by  Pope  Clement  the  Fifth,  on  Guil- 
laume  de  Nogaret,  for  the  insolence  of  his  con  - 
duct  to  Pope  Boniface,  his  predecessor,  was  a 
pilgrimage  bare-footed  to  the  shrine  of  Notre 
Dame  de  Boulogne  Sur-Mer.  In  1296,  a  de- 
cree of  the  Parliament  of  Paris  imposed  the  same 
penance  on  the  Chamberlain  de  Tankerville  and 
the  Sire  d'Harcourt — and  moreover,  in  Sir  Phil- 
lip's own  time,  we  also  see  Louis  the  Eleventh 
presenting  himself  before  this  miraculous  image 
bare-headed,  divested  of  sword  and  spear,  on 
bended  knee,  doing  her  homage  for  the  Comte 
de  Boulogne,  with  which  he  had  piously  invested 
her,  for  "  droit  de  relief"  presenting  her  with 
a  heart  of  pure  gold,  weighing  thirteen  marcs,* 


*  It  is  curious  under  this  ant  of  superstitious  devotion,  to 
trace  the  v\  ell-disguised  cunning  which  so  eminently  charac- 
terized this  most  subtle  king.  Louis  was,  in  fact,  never  at 
a  loss  to  garb  his  most  unjust  act  in  the  semblance  of  good 
faith,  piety,  and  even  justice.  Having  given  Bertrand  de 
la  Tour,  Comte  de  Boulogne,  the  Jugeaire  of  Laurenguy, 
in  exchange  for  Boulogne,  which,  principally  on  account  of 
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thus  avowing  himself  her  vassal,  as  well  as  her 
devout  servant. 

The  history  of  this  miracle-working  image 
is,  perhaps,  not  unworthy  of  some  brief  mention, 
as  it  offers  a  striking  proof  of  the  miserable  cre- 
dulity which  then  pervaded  the  minds  of  men, 
and  how  deep  a  hold  superstition  must  have 
taken,  thus  to  subvert  reason,  and  even  common 
sense.  In  the  year  of  grace,  636,  there  arrived 
at  Boulogne  Sur-Mer,  a  vessel  without  sails  or 
sailors.  At  the  same  moment,  the  Virgin  Mary 
appeared  to  a  few  pious  worshippers  assembled 
in  her  then  humble  chapel,  and  informed  them 
that  a  vessel,  bearing  her  image,  had  entered 
the  port,  and  that  it  was  her  good  pleasure  that 
the  said  image  should  be  placed  on  an  altar,  on 


its  commodious  harbour,  he  had  long  coveted,  his  next  aim 
was  to  extricate  himself  from  the  suzerainete  which  the  Duke 
of  Burgundy  would  claim  by  reason  of  his  Comie  d'Artois, 
by  which  that  of  Boulogne  was  boldeu.  Thence  arose  the 
singular  idea  of  investing  our  Lady  of  Boulogne  with  the 
newly  acquired  Comte\  and  becoming  her  vassal. 
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the  very  spot  where  she  appeared  to  them.  Fol- 
lowed by  a  large  concourse  of  people,  these  faith- 
ful believers  repaired  to  the  port,and  there  found 
they  a  vessel  as  described.  Anxious  because 
the  search  for  the  promised  treasure, — when  lo  I 
to  the  joy  of  all,  they  espied  in  the  principal 
cabin,  an  image  of  the  Virgin,  four  feet  in  height, 
holding  the  infant  Jesus  on  her  left  arm.  This 
miraculous  image  was  removed  with  demonstra- 
tions of  the  most  fervent  piety  ;  borne  in  triumph 
by  the  highest  dignitaries  of  the  Church,  and 
placed  on  the  spot  she  had  herself  selected. 
'  'This  blessed  relic1'  says  a  French  author  "  was 
found  unimpaired,  jusf  as  it  came  from  the  hands 
of  St.  Luke,  by  whom  it  had  been  chiselled  out 
of  incorruptible  wood  ;  hence,  its  arrival  at  Bou- 
logne could  only  be  looked  upon  as  a  special 
token  of  favour  from  the  blessed  Virgin  herself. 
No  sooner  was  the  new  Chapel,  erected  in  her 
honor,  completed,  than  Notre  Dame  began  to 
work  the  most  w  onderful  cures,  so  that  she  be- 
came the  object  of  special  adoration.    The  most 
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exalted  pilgrims  flocked  to  her  shrine.  Gifts, 
the  most  costly  poured  in  from  all  quarters ;  till, 
such  became  her  influence  and  renown,  that  in 
1309,  the  Chapel  was  chosen  for  the  celebration 
of  the  marriage  of  Isabella  of  France,  with  Ed- 
ward the  Second  of  England,  on  which  occasion 
were  found 'assembled,  in  addition  to  the  two 
royal  personages  above  named,  Phillip  le  Bel, 
King  of  France  ;  Henry,  King  of  Germany  and 
the  Romans  ;  Charles,  King  of  Sicily  ;  Louis  le 
Huetin,  King  of  Navarre,  the  Queens  of  En- 
gland, France,  and  Navarre;  fifteen  sons  of 
Kings  or  Princes, — Prelates,  Lords  and  Ladies 
without  number,  all  of  whom  placed  the  most 
costly  offerings  on  the  shrine  of  the  miraculous 
Virgin ;  some,  their  kneeling  effigies  cast  in  gold 
or  silver, — others,  massive  gold  candlesticks, 
gems,  rare  and  brilliant,  and  precious  jewels,  so 
that  her  shrine  was  dazzling  to  behold.  Thus 
honoured,  from  the  sovereign  to  the  beggar, 
this  wondrous  image  was,  nevertheless,  destined 
to  undergo  all  the  transmutations  to  which 
earthly  things  are  prone. 
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Her  miraculous  powers  could  not  save  her 
from  becoming  a  prisoner  to  the  English,  after 
one  of  their  successful  attacks  on  Boulogne' 
Upon  several  deputations  being  sent  to  England, 
on  her  behalf,  she  was  restored, and  re-instated 
in  her  first  dignities,  with  fervent  and  exulting 
joy  by  the  Boulonais. 

In  the  sixteenth  century,  that  epoch  of  reli- 
gious reformation,  and  religious  fury,  she  was 
seized  upon  by  some  Huguenots,  stript  of  her 
ornaments,  and  carried  off  from  the  chapel. 
The  zealous  marauders  did  not  rest  satisfied  with 
this  mark  of  disrespect,  they  set  about  demo- 
lishing her  with  taunts  and  jeers  ;  but  day-break 
suprised  them  before  they  could  complete  their 
work,  and  fearful  of  detection  in  their  sacrile- 
gious theft, they  threw  her  over  the  rampart,  and 
afterwards  carried  her  to  the  castle  of  Hainvault, 
and  buried  her  in  the  fosse.  The  chatelain  was 
a  Reformer,  but  his  wife,  who  was  a  Roman 
Catholic,  having  heard  of  the  indignity  thus  put 
upon  the  blessed  image,  had  it  secretly  removed 
from  the  fo<?*o  ; — nnrl  her  confessor  finally  pre- 
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vailed  on  her  to  permit  him  to  announce  to  the 
world  that,  after  having  been  for  forty  years  so 
unaccountably  missing-,  Notre  dame  de  Bou- 
logne, was  miraculously  restored.  Her  identity 
was  accreditted  by  some,  and  disputed  by 
others ;  but  above  all,  denied  by  the  monks  of 
St  Wilmer,  who  had  placed  an  image  in  every 
respect  similar,  in  their  church,  attesting  it  was 
the  "  Vraie  Dame  I11 

The  depositions  of  the  most  aged  inhabitants 
were  then  taken,  and  they  proved  incontestibly, 
that  the  newly  discovered  image  was  the  true 
one ;  but  the  most  conclusive  evidence  was  that 
given  by  a  pious  antiquated  maiden,  who  had 
assisted  at  the  procession  made  in  her  honor, 
when  brought  back  from  England.  Thus  ran 
her  testimony : — 

"  The  English  had  attempted  to  mutilate 
the  image,  and  had  very  ungallantly  in- 
flicted a  sabre  wound  across  her  nose,  the  scar 
of  which  still  remained  ;  and,  as  this  mark  was 
the   most    palpable   amongst  her  more   recent 
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mutilations,  there  could  be  no    doubt  of  her 
identity." 

All  these  depositions,  with  their  attendant  par- 
ticulars, were  minutely  transmitted  to  the 
Jesuits  of  Amiens!  who  pronounced  in  her 
favour,  and  decreed  that  the  highest  honors 
should  be  paid  to  this  relic  of  antiquity,  and  that 
she  should  be  replaced  on  the  shrine,  where 
she  had,  ten  centuries  before,  been  installed, 
with  such  pomp !  Notwithstanding*  this,  the 
false  image  of  the  monks  of  St.  Wilmer,  which 
had  worked  many  miracles,  and  got  into  high 
repute,  still  obtained  some  rich  offerings,  which 
so  excited  the  jealousy  of  the  Chapter,  that  an  Ab- 
bot, and  three  minor  dignitaries  inspired  with  zeal 
for  "  La  vraie  Dame"  entered  the  chapel  of 
her  rival,  rushed  up  the  steps  to  the  altar,  and 
to  the  terror  of  a  few  early  worshippers, 
snatched  her  from  her  shrine,  and  bore  her  off 
in  triumph  !  From  this  moment  "  La  vraie 
Dame"  regained  all  her  former  dominion,  and 
some  of  her  former  celebrity.     More  numerous 
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than  ever,  were  the  cures  she  effected,  accord- 
ing to  the  credulity  of  those,  whose  signatures 
attest  the  fact. 

«■  A  few  zealous  Catholics  still  kneel  before  the 
shrine,  and  gravely  tell  you,  that  the  object  of 
their  adoration  is  the  same  miraculous  image  so 
mysteriously  promised  to  the  pious  believers  in 
the  year  of  Grace,  636  ;  but  the  number  is  very 
small.  Most,  even  of  the  lower  orders,  whom 
I  have  on  the  spot  interrogated  respecting  it, 
shook  their  heads,  and  with  a  smile  and  a  shrug 
replied  : 

"  Non,  non,  elle  a  ete  brulee  au  temps  de  la 
revolution  /"'  The  reign  of  superstition  has 
passed  from  la  belle  France  !  What  says  her 
most  elegant,  classical  author,  de  Chateaubriand? 
after  speaking  of  the  Reformation,  he  adds, 

"  Aujourd'hui  les  Protestans,  pas  plus  que  les 
Catholiques,  ne  sont  ce  qu'ils  ont  ete  ;  les  pre- 
miers me  me  ont  gagne  en  imagination,  en  poe- 
sie,  en  eloquence,  en  raison,  en  liberte,  en  vraie 
piete,  ce  que  les  seconds  ont  perdu.     Les  anti- 
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pathies  entre  les  diverses  communions  n'existent 
plus ;  les  enfans  du  Christ,  de  quelque  lignee 
qu'ils  proviennent,  se  sont  resserres  au  pied 
du  Calvaire,  souche  commune  de  la  famille. 
Les  desordres  et  I'ambition  de  la  Cour  Romaine 
ont  cessees ;  ils  n'est  reste  au  Vatican  que  la 
virtu  des  premiers  eveques,  la  protection  des 
arts,  et  1a  majeste  des  souvenirs.  Tout  tend  a 
recomposer  Tunite  Catbolique ;  avec  quelque 
concessions  de  part  et  d'autre,  Taccord  serait 
bientot  fait.  Pour  jeter  un  nouvel  eclat,  le 
Christianisme  n'attend  qu'un  genie  superieur 
venu  a  son  heure  et  dans  sa  place,  La  religion 
Chretienne  entre  dans  une  ere  nouvelle  ;  comme 
les  institutions  et  les  moeurs,  elle  subit  la  troi- 
sieme  transformation  ;  elle  cesse  d'etre  poli- 
tique selon  le  vieil  artifice  social ;  elle  marche 
au  grand  principe  de  TEvangile,  Tegalite 
democratique  naturelle  devant  les  hommes, 
comme  elle  Tavait  deja  ete  reconnue  devant 
Dieu ;  elle  devient  philosopbique,  sans  cesser 
d'etre  divine;  son  circle  flexible  s'etend  avec  les 
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lumieres    et    les   libertes,   tandisque   la   Croix 
marque  a  jamais  son  centre  immobile. 

Essai  sur  la  Lilterature  Anglaise. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

In  the  fifteenth  century,  stood  in  the  parish 
of  St.  Mary's,  exactly  as  it  now  stands,  in  the 
nineteenth — a  romantic  tower*  and  chapel,  called 
La  Hougue  Bie  de  la  Hambie,  and  though  they 
have  lost  the  character  for  sacredness  and  mys- 
tery, with  which  superstition  in  former  ages 
invested  them,  La  Hougue  Bie  is  still  a  favorite 
place  of  resort,  but  mostly  for  the  young  and 
the    gay,   who,   during  the    summer  months, 

*  The  Tower  alone  remains  complete  and  the  apartments 
are  shown  by  the  attendants  for  the  small  remuneration  of 
half-a-franc. 
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make  frequent  excursions  thither,  enjoying  their 
cold  viands,  in  some  one  of  the  many  small  cir- 
cular chambers  of  the  tower,  which  command 
an  extensive  view  over  sea  and  land  ;  or  seated 
alfresco  beneath  the  umbrageous  shelter  af- 
forded by  the  lofty  trees,  which  surround  the 
singular  and  picturesque  building  to  which  the 
following  legend  is  attached  : — 

This  part  of  the  Island  of  Jersey  was  infested 
by  a  dragon,  who  devoured  every  living  thing 
which  came- within  its  reach,  and  was  for  years 
the  terror  of  the  whole  neighbourhood.  This 
circumstance  having  become  known  to  the 
Seigneur  de  la  Hambie  (an  ancestor  of  the 
Seigneur  of  Anneville,)  he,  in  the  hope  of  ac- 
quiring fame,  undertook  to  slay  the  monster, 
and  having  announced  his  intention  to  Adeliza, 
the  lovely  and  youthful  wife  of  his  early  choice, 
to  whom  he  had  been  but  a  few  months  married, 
•he  quitted  his  castle  of  Hambie,*   situated  on 

*  See  a  work  entitled  La   Hogue  -Die  de-la  Hambie  by 
.B-ackiey,  Esg. 
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the  coast  of  Normandy,  and  giving  its  name  to 
the  adjoining  small  town  or  hamlet,  and  accom- 
panied only  by  his  favorite  Esquire  Rougemont, 
crossed  over  to  the  Isle  of  Jersey.  Immediately 
on  landing,  he  attacked  and  slew  his  formidable 
opponent,  after  a    hard    and    most    desperate 
struggle.     Overcome    with    fatigue,  he   threw 
himself  on   the  sward  at  some  little   distance 
from  the  monster  he  had  so  courageously  van- 
quished, and  fell  into  a  profound  slumber.     The 
faithless  Rougemont,  who  from  a  mere  depend- 
ant on  his   bounty,  had  beeen  raised  to  the  dis- 
tinction of  Esquire,  and  treated  as  a  friend,  stood 
by  and  gazed  for  some  minutes,  with  a  varying 
expression  of  countenance,  on  the  handsome, 
though   now   inflamed   features   of    his  young 
Lord,— till  at  length,  his  brow  darkened   with 
fiendish  passions,  and  he  muttered  a  few  inco- 
herent sentences,  indicative  of  hatre  I, —of  dis- 
appointment that  his  munificent  patron  had  not 
fallen  a  sacrifice  in  the  heroic  combat,  to  which 
he  had  urged  him  in  the  hope, — nay,  the  cer- 
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tainty  that  destruction  would  be  the  penalty  of 
his  rashness,  and  that  Adeliza,  the  young,  the 
beautiful,  (he  widowed— to  obtain  whom,  in  his 
mad  passion,  he  was  ready  to  sacrifice  even  his 
hopes  of  heaven— might  be  wooed  by  him,  and 
won,  either  by  stratagem  cr  perseverance  !  The 
obstacle,  and  as  he   flattered  himself,  the  only 
obstacle,  to  the   attainment  of  the   possession 
which  his  soul  coveted,  was  now  before  him, 
calmly  sleeping,  after  having  won  fresh  laurels, 
to  Jay  at  her  feet,  and  in  a  few   more  hours 
would  be   basking  in  the  smiling  sunshine  of 
her  dove-like  eyes  !     The  thought  seemed  to 
set  his   very  brain  on  fire,  even  the  dead  silence 
which    reigned   around   was   torturing,  for    its 
calmness  mocked  (he  turmoil  raging  within  his 
own  breast.     He  drew7  forth  his   shining  blade 
from  the   scabbard,  with  the  desperate  resolve 
of  putting  an  end  to  his  insupportable  misery  ; 
but  his  arm  seemed  arrested  by  some  invisible 
power, — the   tempter    stood   beside   him,   and 
whispered   the    fiendish  suggestion  in  his  ear. 
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"  Ye  are  alone — he  is  powerless— strike  but 
one  blow  and  Adeliza  is  thine! "  Rougemont 
started,  he  fancied  that  the  words  had  been 
uttered  aloud,  he  gazed  hurriedly  on  the  now 
calm  features  of  the,  sleeper,  and  then  on  his 
still  uplifted  blade  : 

"Mine!  mine!"  he  exclaimed  wildly,  and 
plunged  the  weapon  up  to  the  very  hilt  through 
the  body  of  his  too  kind,  too  confiding  lord,  pin- 
ning it  to  the  earth.  Terrified  by  the  act  and  by 
his  own  phrenzied  feelings,  he  fled  to  a  short 
distance  and  concealed  himself  behind  a  tree, 
and  there  beheld  the  short,  but  sharp  death  ago- 
ny of  his  benefactor.  He  then  came  forth,  and 
still  maddened  by  his  reckless  passion,  ap- 
proached the  corpse,  drew  a  signet  ring  from 
one  of  the  stiffened  fingers,  and  having  dug  a 
deep  hole,  threw  the  body  in,  and  covered 
it  with  soil,  and  loose  brambles  which  he  had 
cut  away  in  the  adjoining  copse.  This  done, 
he  departed  for  the  little  Bay  of  Boulai,  where, 
the  boat  which  had  brought  him  and  -his  mur- 
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dered  lord  from  Harnbie,  awaited  their  return 
He  shewed  the  signet  ring  to  the  grief  struck 
attendants,  informing  them  that  it  had  been  con* 
fided  to  him  by  his  master  previous  to  his  en- 
gaging in  the  combat  with  the  dragon,  who,  as 
he  but  too  plainly  foresaw,  had  proved  victori- 
ous, and  had  devoured   his  noble  victim.     He 
then  ordered  them  to  row  back  with  all  speed 
to  the  castle,  that  he  might  make  his  lord's  last 
request  known  to  his  youthful  widow.     Here,  a 
more  difficult  and  trying  task  awaited  the  guilty 
Rougemont.     Adeliza  from   the  turret,  which 
was  her  favorite  retreat  in  her  husband's  ab- 
sence, had  seen  the  boat  push  out  from  Boulai, 
had  watched  its  rapid  course  over  the  summer 
waves,   and   when  it  touched  the  shore,  flew 
with  bounding  steps  to  greet  her  much  loved 
lord. — He  was  not  there,  and  her  heart  divined 
its  wretchedness  ; — she  was  borne  senseless  to 
her  chamber,  and  era  Rougemont  was  again 
summoned  to  her  presence,  he   had   so   well 
arrange!  the  part  he  meant   to  play,  that  he 

VOL  II  s 
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succeded  in  persuading  the  afflicted  Adeliza  that 
her  lord  in  confiding  the  signet  ring  to  him,  had 
exacted  an  oath,  that  he  would,  on  presenting  it 
to  his  widow,  make  known  his  last  solemn  in- 
junction, that  she  would,  when  a  fitting  time 
had  elapsed,  bestow  her  hand  on  him,  who  pre- 
sented it,  as  a  reward  for  his  long  tried  attach- 
ment and  faithful  services. 

The  deceived,  and  too  credulous  Adeliza, 
after  a  severe  struggle  with  her  feelings  an- 
uounced  her  intention  of  yielding  obedience  to 
her  lord's  last  commands,  and  at  the  expiration 
of  a  year  gave  her  hand  to  his  murderer  !— but 
her  heart  was  with  the  dead,  and  smiles  re- 
visited not  her  lip!— Was  Rougemont  hap- 
py %  No  ! — he  saw,  with  maddening  jealousy 
that  she  loved  him  not,— nay,  more — that 
she  involuntarily  shunned  and  feared  him. 
Rage  and  apprehension  took  possession  of  his 
mind,  and  the  idea  that  she  had  discovered  his 
deep  dyed  guilt,  haunted  his  thoughts  by  day 
his  dreams  by  night,  and   so   worked  upon  his 
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guilty  conscience,  that  he  at  length  became  his 
own  unconscious  accuser.  Adeliza,  whose  eye- 
lids sleep  seldom  visited,  heard  with  fear  and 
astonishment  the  bitter  seif  upbraidings,  the 
expressions  of  terror  he  muttered  in  his  sleep, — 
her  doubts  were  awakened, — she  continually 
and  closely  questioned  the  murderer  on  the 
subject  of  her  lord's  death,  and  his  ambiguous 
answers,  ripened  her  suspicions  into  certainty, 
she  then  boldly  informed  him  of  all  he  had  utter- 
ed in  his  sleep,  and  unhesitatingly  declared  her 
belief  of  his  guilt.  Taken  by  surprise,  and 
overwhelmed  with  terror,  he  confessed  bis 
crime,  and  was  shortly  after  executed. 

Adeliza  to  mark  her  gratitude  to  heaven  for 
deliverance  from  hated  bonds  with  so  vile 
a  monster,  and  also  as  a  memorial  of  her  affec* 
tion  for  her  murdered  lord,  caused  a  chapel  to 
be  erected  on  the  spot  where  he  fell,  and  where 
his  remains,  on  being  discovered,  were  interred) 
and  near  it  the  tower,  which  stands  to  this  day* 
and  which  was  built  on  a  woody  eminence* 
E  1 
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sufficiently  lofty  for  her  eye  to  rest  on  it,  when 
gazing"  from  her  favorite  turret  at  Hambie.  No 
sooner  was  the  chapel  consecrated  by  the 
Bishop  of  Coutance,  and  dedicated  to  the  Vir- 
gin Mary,  than  it  was  currently  reported, 
and  believed  to  be  hallowed  by  her  presence,  so 
that  the  shrine  was  soon  loaded  with  costly 
gifts,  and  beseiged  by  devout  worshippers, — all 
who  had  offerings  to  make,  made  them  here; 
—  all  who  had  vows  to  perform  registered  them 
here ; — and  La  Hougue  Bie  *  de  la  Hambie  , 
was  the  resting  place  coveted  by  many  a  de- 
parting spirit,  for  its  former  tenement ;  and  un- 
der its  peaceful  shades  we  now  for  a  moment 
linger. 

Beneath  the  graceful  boughs  of  a  weeping  wil^ 
low  is  a  small  newly  made  grave,  into  which  the 
youthful  form  of  the  little  Jean  Marie  has  just 
been      lowered, — Jacqueline      and      Margaret 


*   La  Ilouguc  LV  de  la  Hambie   signifies  Place  of  Burial 
o!  the  Humbies. 
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kneel  beside  it  and  strew  on  the  coffin  a  few 
flowers  which  the  sharp  autumnal  blasts  of  No- 
vember have  spared — the  sickly  looking  blos- 
soms are  bedewed  with  the  warm  tears  which 
gush  forth  to  the  memory  of  the  fair  young  bud 
thus  untimely  nipped  and  committed  to  the  tomb. 
They  rise,  and  having  exchanged  a  few  words  in 
leave-taking  with  Sir  Phillip  de  Carteret  and 
his  son,  wend  their  way  to  the  chapel ;  here, 
having  first  offered  their  devotions  to  the  Virgin, 
they  repair  to  the  confessional  closets,  whose 
secrets  it  is  not  for  us  to  pry  into;  we  will, 
therefore,  content  ourselves  with  noting  the  ex- 
pressions of  those  two  fair  young  faces  as  they 
rejoined  each  other  after  the  lapse  of  somewhat 
less  than  half-an-hour.  The  brow  of  Jacque- 
line was  crimsoned,  her  large  hazel  eyes  kind- 
ling and  glowing,  and  her  whole  air  indicated 
proud  determination  of  purpose,  or  some  recent 
victory  gained  over  self. — Whilst,  the  de- 
licate features  of  Margaret  bespoke  the 
sweet   composure,  and   gentle   melancholy  of 
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a  loving  heart,  whose  grief  has  been  softened 
down  by  recent  happiness ;  whose  fears  have 
been  quelled  by  words  of  affection,  from  the 
being  on  whose  behalf  they  were  called  forth — 
whose  sympathies  have  been  awakened  just 
enough  to  impart  a  more  than  wonted  tender- 
ness to  the  manner,  ajid  a  more  than  wonted  de- 
gree of  benevolence,  of  universal  love  to  the 
heart. 

They  exchanged  no  words  at  meeting1,  and 
moved  slowly  on  up  the  side  aisle,  with  the 
purpose  of  placing  the  costly  offerings,  with 
which  each  had  come  prepared,  on  the  shrine 
of  the  Virgin.  As  they  passed  the  last  of  the 
confessional  closets,  they  were  startled  by 
hearing  an  exclamation  followed  by  a  moan,  and 
the  noise  as  of  some  one  failing.  Jacqueline 
who  was  nearest,  fancied  she  heard  her  own 
name  pronounced  in  accents  of  mingled  passion 
and  grief, — pronounced  too, or  did  her  ear — her 
heart  deceive  her — in  tones  which  pierced 
through  her  very  soul,  and  brought  with  them 
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that  indescribable  sensation  of  sickness,  which, 
for  the  moment,  is  as  agonizing  as  annihilation 
of  existence.     The  bright   flush  on  her  cheek 
gave  place  to  a  deadly  palor,  she  grasped  the 
arm  of  her  companion  for  support,  a  tremor  ran 
through  her  frame,  and  her  lips  quivered  with 
the   vain   effort  to   speak.      Margaret,  greatly 
alarmed,  and  fearing  that  she  would  sink  to  the 
earth,  beckoned  to  a  young  girl,  who  was  kneel- 
ing in  the  body  of  the  chapel,  and  who,  seeing 
the  fainting   condition  of   Jacqueline,  instantly 
came  forward  with  a  chair,  and  having  helped 
to  place  her  on  it,  ran  off  to  procure  some  water. 
Margaret  rested  the  pale,  agonized  face  of  the 
sufferer  on  her  bosom,   kissed  the  damp  brow 
with    the    tenderest    affection,     and    eagerly 
watched  for   the  return  of  the   girl  with  the 
water,  of  which  she  was  gone  in  quest.  During 
the  interval  which  succeeded,  she  observed  a 
figure  glide  hurriedly  out  of  the  confessional 
from  which  she  had  heard  the  sound  of  the  fall 
proceed,  and  return  to  it  with  the  same  stealthy 
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and  rapid  pace — though  enveloped  in  a  houpe- 
Jande,  the  hood  of  which  was  drawn  closely 
over  his  face,  Margaret  thought  she  recognized 
the  minstrel  du  Bois.  On  Jacqueline  recovering 
from  the  sudden  indisposition,  of  which  she  en- 
deavoured to  make  light,  attributing  it  to  fatigue 
and  the  anxiety  she  had*lately  undergone,  her 
friend  communicated  her  surmise,  and  could  not 
help  remarking,  that  it  produced  a  start  of  sur- 
prise, and  then  a  faint,  sickly  smile,  the  mean- 
ing of  which  she  was,  however,  unable  to  com- 
prehend, for  Jacqueline  made  no  comment,  and 
having  thanked  and  rewarded  the  young  girl  for 
her  assistance,  took  her  friend's  arm,  and  moved 
slowly  on  towards  the  altar,  casting  one  furtive 
and  half  terriiied  look  towards  the  confessional. 
Having  deposited  their  offerings,  they  quitted 
the  chapel,  mounted  their  palfries,  at  the  end  of 
the  broad  avenue,  which  conducted  to  the  high 
road,  and  followed  by  a  single  attendant,  rode 
silently  and  leisurely  towards  Gros-nez.  A  very 
-«  ew  minutes  afterwards,  the  minstrel  du   Bois, 
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enveloped  in  his  houpciande,  was  seen  travers- 
ing- the  same  avenue,  in  company  vvith  a  time- 
bent  looking  monk,  habited  in  the  dark,  grey 
dress  of  the  dispersed  fraternity  of  the  monas- 
tery of  St.  Helerius. 

"How  fares  it  with  ye  now,  "cir  Julien  ?"  he 
asked  as  they  issued  into  the  high  road. 
"  Faint  and  weary  enough,  I  suspect !  Sup- 
posing you  were  to  throw  back  your  cowl,  and 
inhale  the  fresh  air; — there,  —  that's  it !  We 
have  nothing  to  fear — she  hath  departed  !" 

"  And  again  left  my  soul  in  darkness  !"  re- 
plied the  cavalier  in  a  weak  and  unsteady  voice, 
"  du  Bois,  that  glance,  momentary  as  it  was,  well 
nigh  deprived  my  brain  of  its  reason !  To  breathe 
the  same  air — to  be  within  a  few  yards  of  her, 
and  not  stretch  forth  my  arms  to  clasp  her  to  my 
heart ! — mine  own,  my  beautiiul,  my  betrothed  ! 
It  was  worse  than  madness  !" 

"  Good  sooth,  Sir  Jnlien,  I  had  overrated 
your  fortitude,'1  said  du  Bois,  somewhat  pee- 
vishly ;  "  otherwise  I  should  not  have  brought 
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you  hither  ;  these  wild  extacies  of  yours  were* 
well  nigh  betraying  us  in  the  chapel,  and  will, 
or  I  much  mistake,  bring  on  a  return  of  fever 
little  less  troublesome  to  manage.  Ye  must 
make  yourself  master  of  more  self  possession, 
ere  I  fulfil  my  other  promise,  Sir  Knight." 

"  Hush,  hush^be  not  churlish  good  du  Bois, 
the  humor  doth  not  set  well  upon  thee  !  Per- 
form thy  part,  and  never  fear  that  I  will  fail  in 
mine  ; — the  severest  trial  is  passed." 

"  God  grant  it !"  du  Bois  fervently  re- 
sponded. 


'SHli    FORTKKSS  S3 


CHAPTER  IV. 

On  opposite  benches,  in  the  huge  fire- 
place of  "  The  Knight  and  the  Dragon,"  sat 
two  of  the  jugglers,  who  performed  their  feats 
to  the  party  assembled  at  the  manor  of  St.  Ouen, 
on  the  evening  previous  to  the  invasion  of 
de  Breze.  Their  faces  were  sombre,  and  there 
was  little  about  them  to  give  indication  of  their 
merry  craft.  A  leathern  bag  was  deposited  on 
the  bench,  beside  one,  and  a  large  jug  of  cider 
beside  the  other.  After  taking  a  sparing 
draught  of  the  beverage,  which  seemed  but 
little  to  his  taste,  Barb'er  handed  it  across  to 
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his  companion,  who,  with  a  disconsolate  shake 
of  the  head,  declined  it. 

"  How  now,  Master  Simon,"  exclaimed  the 
minstrel  du  Bois,  who  sat  somewhat  apart,  dis- 
coursing with  mine  host;  "  'tis  the  first  time  I 
have  seen  ye  pass  the  cup,  without  thy  lips 
making1  acquaintance  with  its  contents !  Be- 
shrew  me,  man,  but  I  think  thou  must  be  in 
need  of  ghostly  aid,  since  the  bowl  hath  no 
longer  charms  for  thee  !" 

"  Good  Master  du  Bois,'1  replied  Simon,  "he 
who  wins  may  laugh  at  they  who  lose  !  Thy 
hunger  is  fed,  and  thy  thirst  quenched  at  the 
hospitable  board  of  the  Seigneur  of  St.  Ouen, 
as  daintily  and  as  plenteously  as  though  the 
half  of  us  were  not  well  nigh  starving  through 
the  plunderings  and  devilries  of  these  rascally 
Escorceurs,  who  have  driven  half  the  Islanders 
from  their  hearths,  and  shut  the  other  up  so 
closely  within  their  doors,  that  the  devil-a-bit 
can  one  gain  an  entrance  ;  the  faces  which 
used  to  greet  our  coming  with  a  smile,  now 
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frown   suspiciously  on  us,  as  though,  forsooth, 
because  we  be  from  Normandy,  we  should  form 
part  and  lot  with  these  base  marauders,  whom 
we  hate  every  jot,  as  stoutly  as  they  do.     Yet, 
if  we  ring  at  a  portal,  a  cautious  knave  peeps 
out,  and  bids  us  depart  in  God's  name,  for  say 
they,  folks  have  no  mind  to  laugh  one  moment, 
with  the  chance  of  being  speared  or  strangled 
the  next!    another  telleth  us  that  they   have 
enough  to  do,  without  bestowing  their  thoughts 
and  eyes  on  merry  sights,  and  still  less  have 
they  good  cheer  to  spare  for  the  doers  of  them  ! 
Alack,  alack !  God  wot,  these  be  troublesome 
times,  enow  to  make  a  man  wear  a  sorry  coun- 
tenance P 

"  JSacre  bleu  !  that  be  they,1'  chimed  in  his 
companion,  "  and  we,  more  than  any  of  ye,  have 
just  cause  to  repine.  Our  poor  comrade  Pierrot, 
who  used  to  cheer  us  with  his  merry  minstrelsy, 
and  v\as  so  much  sought  after  for  his  art  of  divin- 
ing, was  slaughtered  in  the  onset  by  these  vile 
escorceurs,  whilst  defending   la  pauvre  demoi- 
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selle  Jacquette,  and  Le  Captain  Sauteur,  and 
all  to  no  purpose,  for  they  have  been  made  cap- 
tives. Poor  beasts  !  they  will  not  be  understood, 
and  their  talents  and  teaching  will  all  be  lost,  and 
perhaps  they  will  come  to  an  untimely  death,  as 
though  they  were  like  to  other  common  beasts  ! 
Ye,  yourself  Master  du  Bois,  can  testify  that 
they  were  marvelously  gifted  ?" 

"  Tf  ye  speak  of  the  slim  little  grey  hound, 
and  the  leveret,  in  troth  can  I,  for  they  danced 
every  wit,  as  gracefully  as  any  fair  dame  or 
cavalier,  I  have  seen  at  the  court  of  France ; 
but  how  comes  it  Master  Barbier,  that  ye  have 
not  presented  yourself  to  enliven  the  household 
of  your  good  patron  the  Seigneur  of  St,  Ouen, 
he  be  of  a  right  merry  humour,  at  all  times,  in 
adversity  as  well  as  prosperity,  and  would  have 
given  ye  a  hearty  welcome,  I  trow  ! ' 

"The  saints  be  with  him,  he  is  a  right  valiant 
and  generous  knight, and  as  open  as  the  day,  in 
his  charities  and  his  hospitalities,  so  that  well  I 
wot,  it  was  no  fault  of  his  that  we  never  could 
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get  admittance  to  the  castle.  The  warder 
oweth  us  a  grudge  for  some  trifling  matter,  and 
denied  us,  I  verily  believe,  to  pleasure  his  own 
spleen !" 

"Likely  enough,  likely  enough,  maitre  Bar- 
bier,  for  he  be  a  cautious  and  a  surly  knave — 
however,  ye  have  no  long-er  cause  to  dread  a 
denial,  sith  the  Seigneur  and  his  household  have 
gone  back  to  the  manor.  But  if  truth  must  be 
told,  messire,  raeseems  ye  will  cut  but  a  sorry 
figure,  since  ye  have  been  despoiled  of  the  ma- 
terials of  your  trade,  and  what  is  worse,  lost 
your  merry  comrade,  Pierrot.  Forsooth,  I 
would  advise  ye  to  get  some  other,  equally 
skilled,  to  fill  his  place,  for,  if  ye  present  your- 
selves in  such  plight,  and  with  such  poor  means 
to  furnish  to  the  Seigneur's  amusement,  ye 
might  provoke  his  impatience,  and  ye  know  he 
is  at  times  somewhat  choleric.1' 

"  That's  the  long  and  short  of  what  I  myself 
said  to  Barbier,"  interposed  Simon,  "  where's 
the  use  of  workmen  that  have  got  no  tools'? 
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Good  Master  du  Bois,  if  we  could  find  a  substi- 
tute for  Pierrot,  we  might  yet  hold  up  our  heads 
again — whereas,  for  the  last  two  months,  God 
help  us,  we  have  been  obliged  to  appease  our 
hunger  with  barley  cakes  and  stewed  beans, 
and  quench  our  thirst  with  naught  better  than 
cider,  which  ye  will  accord  is  but  a  cheerless 
draught  for  a  cold  winter's  day.'' 

"  Ye  shall  have  something  better  now,  or  I 
am  no  true  man,"  replied  du  Bois — "  Mine  host, 
bring  hither  a  bowl  of  thy  best  spiced  wine  and 
thou  shah  receive  ihe  value  of  it  in  advance,  and 
with  thanks ! "  Mine  host  thus  secure  of  his 
money,  which  was  in  those  days  somewhat  as 
scarce  with  minstrels  and  jugglers,  as  it  is  in 
our  own  with  the  sons  of  Thespian,  complied 
with  all  due  diligence,  and  the  disours  quaffed 
the  pleasant  beverage  with  the  gusto  of  men, 
who  have  been  a  long  while  deprived  of  sume 
familiar  and  highly  prized  indulgence. 

Whilst  they  were  thus  employed,  the  sound 
of  a  rebec,  was  heard   without,  followed  by  a 
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clear  manly  voice,  singing  to  its  accompaniment, 
one  of  the  troubadour  lays,  still  popular  at  that 
period. 

Simon  arrested  midway,  the  hand  which  he 
was  about  to  raise  with  another  brimming-  gob- 
let to  his  lips,  and  Barbier,  beating  time  with 
his  right  foot,  and  a  corresponding  nod  of  his 
heavy  head,  listened  with  all  the  pleasure  of  a 
connoisseur  in  the  art.  Simon  having  deposited 
his  untasted  goblet  on  the  bench  beside  him, 
with  a  look  full  of  importance,  thus  addressed  his 
companion : — 

"  What  can  this  mean  ?  ventre  saint  gris  ! 
Barbier,  this  be  some  new  importation,  or  my 
name's  not  Simon  Coisy  !  Saving  poor  Pier- 
rot, who's  silent  in  his  grave,  there  was  none 
other  in  the  isle  who  followed  the  divine  art 
Perchance,  'tis  some  knave  sent  by  de  Breze,  to 
espy  out  the  condition  of  the  Islanders,  and  re- 
port upon  it !  now,  doth  such  a  one  not  lack 
effrontery  1  And  my  opinion,  be  briefly  this  : 
the  best  thing  we  could  do,  would  be  to  tie  him 
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up  by  the  neck  till  his  singing  be  stopt,  and 
then  send  hi3  carcass  and  his  rebec  back  to 
de  Breze,  in  a  sack,  beshrew  me,  but  he  '11 
gTasp  at  it,  and  think  he  has  got  a  supply  of 
grain !" 

"  Pish  !  pish  !"  exclaimed  du  Bois,  "  methinks 
Master  Simon,  ye  might  have  shewn  me  more 
courtesy  than  to  propose  dealing  after  the  fash- 
ion of  savages  with  one  of  mine  own  country 
and  profession,  which  his  lay  bespeaketh  him 
to  be.  How  know  we  that  this  stranger  min- 
strel be  inimical  to  us?  God  wot,  be  he  friend 
or  foe,  he  is  a  right  merry  troubabour  !  Tete  de 
mort !  but  he  rejoiceth  one's  heart !  Hola 
mine  host,  ope  thy  door  to  this  stranger  min- 
strel !  I  wonld  fain  quaff  a  goblet  with  him  in 
all  good  fellowship,  bid  him  enter,  for  a  brother 
in  his  merry  art,  craves  to  entertain  him  !  But, 
hark  ye,  ye  may  as  well  satisfy  thyself  by  mak- 
ing enquiries  as  to  his  name  and  nation, — and  if 
all  be  right,  admit  him  to  our  company." 

Mine   host   smiled  significantly,  and  having 
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unfastened  the  chain  which  secured  his  humble 
door,  gave  partial  entrance  to  the  stranger,  with 
whom  he  conversed  for  a  few  seconds,  in  so 
low  a  voice,  as  not  to  be  heard  by  those  seated 
near  the  fire.  He  then  returned  to  his  guests, 
and  assured  them  that,  as  far  as  his  opinion 
went,  the  stranger  might  be  introduced  without 
risk,  as  he  stated  himself  to  be  a  travelling 
troubadour,  who  had  joined  himself  to  de  Breze's 
troops  in  England,  in  order  to  obtain  a  safe  and 
free  passage  back  to  his  native  land ;  and  that 
horrified  at  de  Breze's  illegal  and  barbarous 
proceedings,  his  only  wish  was  to  separate  him- 
self from  so  ferocious  a  band,  that  he  had  ven- 
tured into  the  town  to  see  if  there  were  any 
chance  of  his  being  able  to  pursue  his  merry 
art,  and  thus  obtain  a  livelihood.  Du  Bois  in- 
terrupted further  details. 

"  How  now  Messieurs,"  he  said,  addressing 
the  jugglers,  "  methinks  ye  have  cause  for 
rejoicing !  Your  good  saints  have  sent  ye  this 
skilful  minstrel  to  fill  the  place  of  your  comrade 
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Pierrot,  and  ye  may  as  well  progress  to  the 
manor  this  very  eve ;  I  can  vouch  for  it,  ye'll 
meet  with  a  merry  welcome. — What  say  ye  to 
my  proposition  V 

"  That  it  be  a  right  good  one  !"  replied  the 
jugglers. 

"  Then  the  matter's  settled,"  du   Bois  con- 
tinued with  glee  he  could  with  difficulty  conceal. 

"  Enter  Sir  stranger,  ye'll  find  none  here  save 
friends  !"  The  minstrel  advanced,  and  soluted 
the  company  with  the  air  of  one  more  accus- 
tomed to  grant  protection  than  crave  it.  He  was 
enveloped  in  what  was  in  those  days  termed,  a 
houpelande,  a  sort  of  cloak,  with  a  hood,  and 
ample  sleeves.  He  was  rather  above  the  mid 
die  stature,  and  from  the  flexibility  of  his  move- 
ments, it  was  easy  to  conclude  that  his  figure 
was  graceful  and  well  proportioned.  He  threw 
back  the  hood  from  his  face,  as  du  Bois 
courteously  invited  him  to  a  seat  beside  him, 
— and  as  he  did  so,  even  the  rude  jugglers 
were  struck  with  the  cahn    dignity  of  its    ex- 


THE  FORTRESS  93 

pression.  Without  being  handsome,  there 
was  that  in  his  appearance  which  could  not  fail 
of  attracting  more  than  a  passing  notice.  His 
large  prominent  grey  eyes,  fringed  with  thick, 
dark  lashes,  and  surmounted  by  strongly  marked 
eye-brows;  his  pale,  lofty  forehead,  but  thinly 
shaded  with  brown  hair,  the  placidity  of  his 
large,  but  well  formed  mouth,  and  the  air  of 
subdued  suffering  and  sorrow,  which  pervaded 
his  whole  countenance,  at  once  claimed  sym- 
pathy, if  not  admiration.  He  accepted  the 
goblet  proffered  to  him  by  his  brother  in  the 
art,  and  as  they  pledged  each  other,  a  rapid 
signal  on  the  part  of  du  Bois,  was  responded  to 
by  a  slight  bend  of  ihe  head,  on  the  part  of  the 
stranger. 

"  And  now  Messires,  ye  must  likewise  re- 
plenish your  goblets,"  said  du  Bois,  pushing 
his  newly  furnished  bowl  towards  the  jugglers, 
rt  Ye  must  pledge  master  Pierre  Vartet, — such 
I  think  ye  stated  your  name  to  be  Sir  minstrel  ?" 
The    stranger   slowly    bowed   assent.      "  And 
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when  ye  have  drank  to  each  other,  I  will  pro- 
pose the  matter  under  discussion,  when  he  came 
amongst  us."  The  goblets  were  speedily  filled, 
the  brim  of  the  stranger's  having  been  touched 
by  those  of  the  jugglers  in  token  of  amity,  their 
contents  soon  disappeared,  and  du  Bois  opened 
his  treaty  in  a  manner  to  convince  Simon  and 
Barbier  he  had  only  their  interests  at  heart. 
The  stranger  was  easily  won  over  to  the  pro- 
posed partnership,  and  with  a  generosity,  which 
a  look  from  du  Bois  was  not  so  timely  as  to 
prevent,  he  presented  each  of  his  future  com- 
rades with  a  silver  piece,  as  an  earnest  of  his 
good  will  for  the  favor  shown  to  him,  in  thus 
readily  admitting  him  to  their  companionship. 
As  he  arose  to  bestow  the  guerdon,  his  cloak 
fell  off,and  exposed  to  view  a  pourpoint  of  black 
velvet,  slashed  from  the  wrist  to  the  shoulder, 
so  as  to  display  an  under-sleeve  of  a  yellow 
colour,  and  stuff  of  foreign  manufacture,  with 
tight  pantaloons  of  the  same  material,  and  belt 
of  yellow  leather,  from  which  a    dagger,  richly 
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chased,  and  of  the  most  polished  steel,  hung 
suspended.  The  contrast  between  his  appear- 
ance and  his  pretensions,  must  have  struck  even 
the  most  common  place  observer  ;  but  the  jug- 
glers were  so  much  engrossed  with  their  un- 
expectedly acquired  riches,  that  ere  their  admir- 
ing eyes  were  diverted  from  the  little  peice  each 
held  in  his  hand,  the  stranger  had  resumed  his 
houpelande,  and  his  seat. 

Matters  being  thus  finally  arranged  between 
the  parties,  du  Bois  departed,  enjoining  the 
jugglers  to  follow  him  with  their  new  comrade 
in  about  an  hour's  time,  as  he  had  some  matter 
of  business  to  arrange  in  the  town,  previous  to 
returning  to  the  manor,  where  lie  promised  to 
obtain  them  an  entrance. 
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CHAPTER     V. 

It  might  be  somewhat  more  than  a  month 
subsequent  to  the  attack  made  on  Gros-ne2 
castle,  that  Sir  Phillip  had  the  satisfaction  of 
finding-  order  and  comfort  once  more  established 
in  the  manorial  residence  of  his  forefathers. 
Evening  came,  and  he  saw  himself  surrounded 
by  loved  and  familiar  faces, his  convivial  disposi- 
tion burst  forth  with  all  its  wonted  buoyancy. 
The  night,  though  it  was  now  the  month  of 
April,  had  set  in  dark  and  gusty,  but  the  how* 
ling  blasts  which  swept  dismally  around  the 
dwelling,  seemed  but  to  enhance  the  conscious- 
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ness  of  comfort  to  those  within  it.  The  fire 
blazed  and  crackled  merrily  on  the  hearth  ;  the 
song-  and  the  jest  went  round,  with  unflagging- 
spirit.  Suddenly,  the  baying  of  the  watch  dogs 
and  the  chorus  of  the  hounds,  drowned  the 
sounds  of  merriment,  and  announced  the  vicinity 
of  strangers. 

A  look  of  misgiving  passed  from  one  to 
the  other,  and  was  only  unparticipated  in,  by  the 
minstrel  du  Bois.  The  general  apprehension 
however,  was,  in  a  short  time  relieved,  by  the 
entrance  of  the  porter,  to  announce  that  two 
jugglers,  who  were  in  the  habit  of  presenting 
themselves  at  the  manor  in  former  days,  were 
without,  asking  admittance,  which  he  had  denied 
them,  until  he  received  Sir  Phillip's  commands  ■ 
as  they  were  accompanied  by  a  third  person, 
who  was  a  stranger,  but  whom  they  stated  to 
be  a  disour  skilled  in  minstrelsy  and  the  myste- 
rious arts,  whom  they  had  permitted  to  join 
their  company. 

"  How  now,  knave,  let  them     come  in,— let 
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them  come  in  ! — Pasques  dieu !  we  are  not 
turned  cowards,  that  we  should  be  afraid  of  three 
mumbling  jesters  !  They  will  help  to  make  us 
merry  ;  though  it  be  season  of  Lent,  our  holy 
mother  church  will  not  quarrel  with  us  for 
laughing,  so  we  put  a  wholesome  restraint  upon 
other  indulgences!" 

The  damsels  devoutly  crossed  themselves ; 
perhaps  they  thought,  as  others  did,  that  Sir 
Phillip,  with  all  his  goodness  of  heart,  allowed 
himself  too  much  latitude  in  the  non-observance 
of  restrictions,  which  the  church  had  seen  ne- 
cessary to  put  upon  her  sinful  children.  The 
porter,  however,  obeyed  with  alacrity,  not  sorry 
at  the  prospect  of  some  merry  making,  after  the 
dull  monotony  which  had  so  long  presided  over 
his  master's  usually  convivial  and  unshackled 
household. 

The  mountebanks  were  accordingly  admitted, 
and  treated  with  a  brimming  cup  of  hippocras? 
to  drive  out  the  cold,  and  give  a  stimulus  to 
their  exertions.     In  a  few  seconds   they   be- 
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tokened  their  gratitude,  by  exhibiting  their 
feats,  for  the  amusement  of  their  entertain- 
ers. 

"  And  what  art  thou  good  for  ?  thou  most 
taciturn  of  disours !"  asked  Sir  Phillip  of  the 
third,  who  had  hitherto,  been  silent.  "  By  our 
Lady,  to  judge  from  thy  bandaged  head>  and 
beplastered  visage,  one  might  think  thou  wert 
the  serviteur  of  Mars,  rather  than  Apollo  !" 

"So  please  you  Sir  Knight,"  answered  the 
stranger,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  am  nathless,  a  man 
of  peace,  as  my  comrades  here  present,  can 
testify  ;  and  I  owe  my  ill  plight  to  a  fall,  I  got 
over  a  heap  of  loose  rubbish  and  stones,  about 
two  hours  ago.  As  to  my  calling, — minstrelsy 
is  my  proper  trade.  I  can  tell  of  tournaments, 
of  ladies  fair,  of  broken  lances,  and  broken  vow$> 
I  am  moreover,  skilled  in  the  art  of  palm* 
istry,  and  if  these  noble  ladtas  will  graciously 
condescend  to  submit  their  fair  hands  for  a 
moment  to  my  scrutiny,  I  will  thereon  declare 
to  them  what  fortune,  good  or  ill,  the  saints 
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have  bestowed,  or  may  have  in  store  for  them.1' 
So  saying,  he  walked  boldly  up  to  the  Lady 
Margaret,  and  taking  her  hand,  respectfully 
said, — 

"  A  faithful  love,  sincere  and  true, 
Shall  guide  thee  life's  dark  mazes  through  ; 
Shall  cloudless  make  life's  changeful  sky, 
And,  from  thy  bosom  chase,  each  sigh, — 
Thus  saith  the  future! — What  the  past  ? 
Fair  lady,  thou  two  suitors  hadst, 
And  tho'  joy  beams  from  that  eye  o'  blue, 
'T  was  lately  dimmed  with  pity's  dew  ! 
Yea,  two  knights  have  sought  to  win  thee  ; 
Each  loved  as  thou  shouldst  loved  be. 
He  whom  thon  choosest  now  is  near ; 
The  other  pines  in  absence  drear  !" 

Abashed  by  this  most  applicable  rhyme, 
Margaret  turned  away  to  hide  her  confusion, 
and  did  not  remark  the  facetious  disour's  man- 
ner of  accosting  Jacqueline,  nor  the  dexterity 
uith  which  he  glided  a  piece  of  paper  into  her 
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hand,  whilst,  with  a  less  audible,  less  steady 
voice,  he  thus  addressed  her  : — 

"  Say  lady  of  dark  eye,  of  proud  and  lofty  soul, 
Do  the  pages  of  mera'ry,  no  past  joys  unroll  ? 
Mayhap  thy  proud  heart,  now  to  look  back 

[disdains, 
Yet  alack !  there's  one,  whom  thy  soft  pity 

[claims, 
Yea,  one  who,  in  weal  or  in  woe  ne'er  forgets, 
Tho'  a  hard  fate  his  fortune  and  footsteps  be- 
sets !" 

Well  was  it  for  Jacqueline,  that  the  jugglers, 
instigated  by  du  Bois,  had  at  this  moment  con- 
centrated all  observation  on  the  novel  feat  they 
exhibited,  or  the  sudden  paleness  of  her  cheeks, 
the  quivering  of  her  lips,  and  the  slow  sinking 
of  her  head  on  her  bosom,  would  have  created 
surprise  and  alarm. 

"  How  now  neice !"  exclaimed  the  knight, 
when  the  laugh  which  the  juggler's  trick  ex- 
cited had  ceased.      "  I  heard  not  thy  bonne 
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aventure  f  hast  thou,  like  Margery,  been  pro- 
mised a  faithful  and  loving  knight,  to  guide  thee 
through  life's  mazes  Vy 

u  Aye  Sir  Knight,  so  say  the  lines  on  the  fair 
lady's  palm,  though  there  be  cross  ones,  inti- 
mating much  of  cruel  unwillingness  on  her  part, 
and  faithful  despair  on  that  of  her  devoted 
cavalier." 

"  Good  Lord  !  Master  disour,  I  trust  thou  be 
a  false  prophet !  I  would  not  that  this  dear 
neice  of  mine  should  turn  a  peevisli  coquette  ! 
Come  sweet  wench,  give  the  lie  to  this  ugly 
prophecy." 

Jacqueline,  who,  whilst  her  uncle  was 
speaking,  had  seized  a  goblet  of  water,  which 
stood  near,  and  with  a  trembling  hand  borne  it 
to  her  lips,  did  not  reply,  but  the  ever  ready 
witted  du  Bois,  striking  a  chord  on  his  harp 
chimed  in. 

"  An  it  meet  your  good  pleasure  Sir  Knight, 
I  will  obey  the  voice  of  inspiration  within  me, 
and  better  pour  tray  the  brilliant  destiny  of  the 
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beauteous  Lady  Jacqueline  T  Without  await- 
ing1 permission,  he  commenced  a  recitative* 
which  however  applicable  in  point,  was  not 
heard,  much  less  understood  by  its  fair  object. 
Ere  the  conclusion,  she  had  in  some  measure 
regained  self-possession,  yet  still,  ever  and 
anon,  cast  a  furtive  glance  towards  the  stranger 
minstrel,  with  a  mixture  of  fear  and  doubt 
struggling  on  her  beautiful  features,  alternately 
tinging  them  with  the  brightest  hue  of  carnation 
and  the  paleness  of  death.  He,  on  his  part, 
gazed  on  her  with  a  fixedness,  which  seemed 
involuntary,  so  intense  was  the  expression  of  his 
piercing  eye,  so  immoveable  its  gaze. 

Jacqueline  felt  that  she  could  no  longer  en- 
dure the  scene,  and  signing  to  her  tire  woman 
to  precede  her  with  the  lamp,  she  took  Mar- 
garet's arm,  and  complaining  that  she  felt  ill, 
asked  if  she  were  disposed  to  retire  %  Marg-aret 
hastily  assented,  fearing  from  her  friend's  looks, 
that  she  was  more  indisposed  than  she  seemed 
willing  to  confess.     During*  the  parting  saluta- 
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tions  the  stranger  minstrel  took  an  opportuni  t 
of  saying  in  a  tone  scarcely  raised  to  a  whis- 
per,— 

"  Grant  my  request,  or  I  make  myself 
known. 

Jacqueline  replied  not,  she  did  not  even  ven  - 
ture  to  look  up,  and  with  an  assenting  move- 
ment of  the  head,  so  slight  as  to  be  imper- 
ceptible, save  to  the  quick  eye  of  love,  hurried 
from  the  hall.  Scarce  had  the  ladies  disap- 
peared, ere  Sir  Phillip  called  out  for  a  cup  of 
Burgundy. 

"  Fill  also  for  these  Masters,  Petit  Jean," 
said  the  jovial  knight.  "  Master  jugglers,  ye 
have  done  some  right  good  feats,  and  the  disour 
has  proved  himself  a  sharp  witted  soothsayer. 
Now  my  masters,  here's  long  life  to  our  good 
King  Edward,  and  death  and  confusion  to  our 
mortal  foes,  the  French  !" 

The  jugglers  echoed  the  toast  so  boisterously 
that  the  silence  of  their  companion  remained 
unnoticed. 
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"  Hark  ye,  ye  varlets,"  continued  St.  Ouen 
"  as  ye  have  so  well  enlivened  us  by  your  jug- 
glery tricks  this  eve,  ye  may  even  tarry  over 
the  morrow,  when  we  mean  to  hold  a  feast,  to 
celebrate  our  return  to  this,  our  goodly  manor, 
which  we  look  upon  as  next  to  a  positive  omen, 
that  heaven  will  so  aid  and  favor  our  good 
cause,  that  we  shall  come  off  triumphant  against 
our  malicious  foes." 

"  Sir  Knight,"  said  the  stranger  minstrel,  "  I 
cannot  avail  myself  of  your  courtesy  further  than 
for  the  night  I  must  depart  at  sun-rise,  having 
engaged  my  poor  services  elsewhere, — but  I 
can  vouch  for  it,  my  comrades  will  not  be  slow 
to  profit  by  so  good  a  chance." 

"  As  ye  will  Master  disour,  as  ye  will,  we 
thwart  no  man's  pleasure  on  this  point.  Petit 
Jean,"  turning  to  his  majordomo,  "  see  that  thou 
hast  all  the  materials  needful  for  the  morrow's 
banquet ;  and  hark  ye,  try  if  thou  canst  not 
provide  us  with  something  better  of  the  finny 
tribe,   than   thou    hast  done   of  late.      By   my 
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troth  !  but  I  will  even  make  a  trial  at  mine  own 
lake,  we  may  get  something-  better  to  our  liking 
from  fresh  water,  than  from  the  briny  sea,  if  it 
be  henceforth  to  bring  us  no  better  importations 
than  a  set  of  rascally  escorceurs  !  Le  Martin,1 
turning  to  a  thick  set,  curly  headed  youth,  "  see 
that  my  fishing  gear  be  in  order,  and  provide  a 
tempting  bait,  or  our  trouts,  may  not  otherwise 
think  proper  to  shew  themselves  thus  early  in 
the  season." 

Le  Martin  grinned,  and  expressed  his  satis- 
factory willingness,  to  obey  a  command  which 
promised  an  unexpected  enjoyment  of  his  fa- 
vorite pastime. 
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CHAPTER    VI. 

At  a  distance  of  a  mile  from  the  manor,  and 
situated  on  the  slope  of  a  commanding  height? 
stood  the  parish  church  of  St.  Ouen,  a  heavy 
Norman  structure,  built  full  three  centuries  be- 
fore and  consecrated  by  the  Bishop  of  Coutance 
As  the  first  beaming  rays  of  a  young  April 
morn  gilded  the  low,  deep,  embayed  windows 
which  faced  the  sea,  a  female  figure,  enveloped 
in  a  dark  mantl  e,  with  the  hood  drawn  closely 
over  her  face,  approached  at  a  slow  pace,  and 
with  an  air  of  deep  musing;  having  gazed  expect- 
antly round,  she  rested  against  the  side  oi  the 
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porch,  and  throwing  back  the  hood  displayed 
a  pale,  agitated,  but  a  most  classically  beauti- 
ful face,     'Twas  Jacqueline.     She  drew  a  long 
long  breath,  and  passed  her  hand  thoughtfully 
over  her  brow  : 

"  He  is  not  here ! "  she  murmured,  and  as 
she  did  so,  she  cast  her  eye  on  a  slip  of  parch- 
ment she  had  taken  from  her  bosom.  Again  she 
looked  around  and  sighed  heavily,  then  impati- 
ently walked  on  and  ascended  the  gentle  eleva- 
tion behind  the  church,  from  whence  the  eye 
encompassed,  not  only  three  of  the  adjoining 
parishes,  but  also  the  beautiful  semi-circular 
bay  of  St.  Aubin's.  The  placid  ocean,  with  a 
genile  murmur,  now  laved  its  sloping  woodland 
shores,  and  circled  in  a  dark  mass  round  the 
distant  walls  of  the  Monastery  of  St.  Helerius. 
Though  so  early  in  the  spring,  these  slopes 
were  thickly  fringed  with  the  foilage  of  brush- 
wood, myrtles,  shrubs,  and  heath,  which  there 
grew  in  luxuriance. 

The   freshness   of  early   morn   breathed  its 
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sweet,  dewy  breath  over  all  around,  extracting 
fragrance  from  banks  of  violets,  primroses,  and 
blue  bells,  which  young  Zephyrus  wafted  aloft, 
as  earth's  first  and  silent  incense  at  the  shrine 
of  the  great  Creator,  together  with  a  chorus  of 
blithe  harmony  from  the  grateful  vocalists  of 
the  woods,  who,  soaring  on  early  wing,  or 
perched  high  in  their  leafy  dwellings,  anticipate 
man,  the  lord  of  all,  in  hailing  the  dawn  of  light, 
with  accents  of  devotion  and  gladness  to  Him 
who  "  bade  the  light  shine  out  of  darkness  and 
forthwith  it  shone! " 

A  scene  like  this,  would,  at  any  other  time, 
have  prompted  the  enthusiastic  Jacqueline  to 
kneel  upon  the  dewy  grass  and  add  her  voice 
of  thankfulness  and  praise  to  the  holy  chorus 
swelling  around  her — but  now,  her  spirit  was 
sad  and  troubled — her  thoughts  absorbed  in  the 
intensity  of  one  single  reflection. 

"  He  comes  !  "  she  at  length  muttered,  plac- 
ing her  hand  upon  her  heart,  as  if  to  still  its 
throbbings ;  and, returning  slowly  to  the  church, 
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she  there,  with  apparent  calmness,  awaited  the 
stranger  minstrel,  who  advanced  with  hasty 
steps.  His  cheek  and  brow  which  were  so  pale 
when  he  first  introduced  himself  to  the  little 
party  we  have  described,  while  assembled  on 
the  preceding-  day  round  the  capacious  hearth 
of  mine  host  of  '<  The  Knight  and  Dragon," 
were  now  flushed,  either  with  agitation  or  exer- 
cise. The  capuchin  which  he  had  just  thrown 
off,  displayed  his  noble  head  and  forehead,  the 
bandage  which  had  shaded  his  eyes  and  the 
plasters  which  had  disfigured  the  lower  part  of 
his  face,  when  he  presented  himself  at  the  ma- 
nor, were  now  cast  aside,  so  that  it  would  not 
have  been  easy  to  detect,  in  the  noble  mien  of 
the  youthful  cavalier,  the  time-bent  and  muti- 
lated looking  minstrel  Pierre  Varlet.  He  spoke 
not,  but  stretched  out  his  arms  with  the  yearn- 
ing affection  of  a  mother,  wIjo,  fur  the  first  time 
gazes  on  the  darling  child  of  her  love  after 
many  tedious  years  of  absence — but  the  Nor- 
man maiden  responded   not  to   the  involuntary 
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movement.  Her  heart  trembled  and  fluttered 
in  her  bosom — but  her  mien  was  calm, — her 
words  were  cold. 

"  Methinks  Sir  Julien  de  Montessy  is  some- 
what lacking  in  courtesy,  to  be  thus  backward 
to  fulfil  an  engagement,  which  he  hath  thought 
proper  to  enforce  in  a  manner  so  arbitrary,  as  to 
leave  no  choice  of  acceptance  or  denial  ;  not- 
withstanding, his  own  good  sense  must  have 
.pointed  out  the  impropriety  of  its  being  acceded 
to."  De  Montessy's  arms  sunk  by  his  side,  the 
flush  passed  from  his  cheek  and  brow,  and  the 
palor,  habitual  to  them,  became  almost  ghastly. 

"  T  is  well !"  he  said  bitterly,  "  'tis  well  that 
the  greeting  of  Jacqueline  Wallis  to  Julien 
de  Montessy,  after  more  than  two  years 
of  absence,  should  be  harsh  words  of  re- 
proach !  He  wanted  but  this,  to  make  up  the 
measure  of  wretchedness,  which  has  weighed 
his  once  buoyant  spirit  down  to  the  earth, 
clouded  his  bright  horizon  with  sullen  gloom, 
changed  the  tenor  of  a  smiling  destiny,  to  one  of 


112  THE   FORTRESS 

cruel  and  ceaseless  qgiguish  !  'Tis  well,  yet  for 
all  this,  his  heart  accuseth  none  other  than 
Jacqueline  Wallis  !" 

u  Methinks  Sir  Julien,  'tis  I,  who  have  most 
reason  to  complain  of  the  injustice  of  such  re 
proach  from  you  !  How  can  /  cloud  a  destiny 
in  which  /  take  no  part  ?  How  can  /  affect  the 
happiness  or  the  misery  of  one,  whose  existence 
hath  nothing  in  common  with  mine ;  of  one, 
who,  for  two  years  hath  not  seen,  and  perchance 
hath  not  even  thought  of  me  ?" 

"  Hold  !  hold  Jacqueline  !  This  is  more  than 
I  can  bear,  and  more  than  I  deserve.  Oh  !  was 
it  to  hear  words  such  as  these  from  those  dear 
lips,  that  I  have  night  and  day  prayed  to  heaven 
to  grant  me  the  interview  for  which  my  heart 
has  yearned,  as  ne'er  did  that  of  the  life-doomed 
captive,  for  the  blessings  of  light  and  liberty 
Jacqueline,  I  appeal  to  your  heart !  is  this  the 
return,  love,  such  as  mine,  might  expect  to  meet 

with  r 

*'  Nay  Sir  Julien,  the  love   that  could    permit 
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you  to  take  arms  and  join  in  a  treacherous  ex- 
pedition— to  unsheath  your  sword,  and  carry 
wanton  desolation,  and  death  to  the  land  which 
hath  given  birth  to  the  object  of  your  professed 
devotion,  to  the  friends  whom  she  loves  and  who 
cherish  her,  cannot  be  held  in  much  estimation, 
or  even  deemed  worthy    of  serious   thought. 
Tell  me  that  you  form  not  one  of  the  ferocious 
band  who  have  dealt  so  treacherously  by  us, 
who  have  desolated  the  best  part  of  our  isle, 
and  who  thirst  like  hungry  wolves  for  our  blood, 
— teH  me  that  the  pretended  minstrel  du  Bois, 
js  not  what  I  suspect,  your  Esquire  de  Vierre, 
placed  by  you,  in  the  household  of  mine  uncle 
to  play  the  base  part  of  a  spy !      Contradict 
these  accusations,  and  then, — then  only,  will  I 
believe,  that  the  love  which  Julien  de  Montessy 
once  vowed  for  Jacqueline  Wallis,  and  which 
she  perhaps  too  foolishly  returned,  is  the  same 
as    that    of    which   Julien   de  Montessy   now 
maketh  boast!" 

The  blood  rushed  violently  to  the  cheeks  and 
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brow  of  the  cavalier.  His  lips  quivered,  his 
chest  heaved,  and  his  first  effort  to  speak  was 
ineffectual. 

"  Unjust, — ungenerous  !"  he  at  length  ex- 
claimed, in  a  voice  so  husky  as  scarcely  to 
make  his  words  intelligible,.  "  Oh  Jacqueline, 
Jacqueline  !  can  you, — you  of  all  persons,  think 
thus  meanly  of  me  !  this  is  dreadful !"  Emo- 
tion checked  further  utterance,  but  his  speaking 
eye  rested  on  her  with  an  intensity  of  anguish — 
of  tender  reproach,  which  appealed  to  her  heart 
more  forcibly  than  the  most  eloquent  defence 
could  have  done;  yet,  she  furtively  brushed 
away  a  tear,  and  by  a  violent  effort,  so  far  mas- 
tered her  voice,  as  to  conceal  the  full  extent 
of  her  agitation,  "  If  I  have  wronged  ye,  Sir  Ju- 
lien,"  she  said,  without  daring  to  look  at  him  as 
she  spoke, — "  it  rests  but  with  yourself  to  ex- 
plaiu  how  and  wherefore  you  are  here  ?  " 

"If  you  have  wronged  me  ?"—  repeated  the 
cavalier,  raising  his  head  proudly  and  speaking 
with  rapidity,  "  if  you  have  wronged  by  suspect- 
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ing  me  of  being  the  participator, — perchance, 
even  the  instigator  of  a  treacherous,  base  expe- 
dition, which  I  abhor, — if  you  have  wronged  me 
by  supposing   I  am  capable  of  thrusting  mine 
esquire  into  the  service  of  your  uncle,  but  to 
play   the   base   part  of   a   spy,— if  you   have 
wronged  me  by  supposing  my  heart  divested  of 
the  common  feelings  of  nature,  which  would 
have  better  counselled  even  the  meanest  serf 
on  my  father's  domain  1 — Jacqueline,  did  I  hear 
such  accusations  from  you  %     Nay  then,  I  must 
be  grown  deaf,— -foolish, -^mad,— every  thing— 
any   thing, — rather  than   it  should  be  true  ! " 
As  the  young  man  spoke,  his   whole  bearing 
evinced  the  indignant  pride  of  a  generous,  a 
noble  nature,  wrongly  accused — but  at  the  same 
time,  the  keen  anguish  of  a  devoted,  a  deeply 
attached  lover,  whose  very  soul  is  writhing  be- 
neath the  torture  of  unjust  suspicion — of  cold 
contempt  from  the  being  it  has  loved  to  idol- 
atry.    An  indifferent  spectator  would  not  have 
felt   unmoved ! — how    then    eould    Jacqueline 
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resist  the  powerful  appeal?  How  could  she 
longer  disguise  the  fond  affection  struggling  in 
her  bosom  ?— and  extending  her  hand,  she  ex- 
claimed with  tenderness,  "  Dear,  dear  Julien, 
forgive  me.'1 

De  Montessy  caught  her  to  his  heart, — he 
pressed  his  Jips  to  her  burning  brow,  "  Repeat 
that  one  word,  dear,  again,"  he  said  passion- 
ately. Nay,  Jacqueline,  mine  own  Jacqueline, 
avert  not  thy  face  !  turn  those  eyes  on  me,  but 
not  with  thy  former  cold  expression,  unless 
thou  wouldest  break  my  heart ! "  Jacqueline 
did  turn  her  eyes  on  him,  but  this  time,  they 
were  bedewed  with  tears  of  affection  and  pity. 

"  Now  thou  art  restored  to  me,"  he  exclaimed, 
"the  Jacqueline  of  former  days, — of  my  heart's 
young  devotion, — the  rainbow  of  my  clouded 
sky  !  Thou  lovest  me  !  With  this  assurance 
cradled  in  my  heart,  where  is  the  earthly  power 
that  can  crush  the  rebudding  germs  of  hope  1 " 

"  And  thou  hast  doubted  me  ?*'  murmured 
Jacqueline,  dropping   the   formal   phraseology 
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she  had  previously  used,  and  passing  one 
little  hand  over  her  eyes,  whilst  the  other  rested 
passively  in  the  firm  grasp  of  her  lover. 

"  Forgive  me  dearest,  I  did  so  wrong  thee, 
but  then  I  was  not  without  sufficient  cause. 
Sit  thee  here,  beside  me,  and  I  will  explain 
whatever  has  seemed  equivocal  in  my  pro- 
ceedings." 

Jacqueline  obeyed  in  silence,  her  heart  was 
too  full  for  words.  De  Montessy  again  pos- 
sessed himself  of  her  hand,  and  pressing  it 
fondly  to  his  bosom,  sat  gazing  upon  his  newly 
recovered  treasure,  contemplating  each  lovely 
feature  with  passionate  intensity,  and  in  silent 
bliss.  He  saw,  he  felt  that  he  was  still  loved, 
and  his  soul  overflow  ed  with  unspeakable  joy 
Many  minutes  thus  elapsed,  discoursing  in  the 
mute  eloquence  of  each  other's  glance,  they 
were  unconscious  of  being  silent ;  till  Jacque- 
line half  averting  her  face,  and  blushing  deeply* 
said  playfully. 

"  Well  Sir  Julbn,  how  much  longer  am  I  to 
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wait  for  your  defence,  I  trust  it  will  not  prove  as 
unsatisfactory  as  it  is  tardy." 

"  Tell  me  first,  if  thou  couldst  be  an  inexora- 
ble judge?"  replied  de  Montessy,  with  the 
confident  smile  of  happy  affection,  and  pressing1 
his  lips  to  her  fair  brow. 

t(  Mayhap  not  quite  so  severe  as  I  ought,0 
said  Jacqueline,  the  blush  deepening  on  her 
cheeks  ;  "  so  I  pray  thee  proceed." 

"  Well  then  my  beloved,  since  thou  wilt  not 
longer  allow  me  to  luxuriate  in  contemplation 
of  the  blissful  present,  I  return  to  the  bitter,  thrice 
bitter  past.  After  I  took  farewell  of  thee  in 
London,  buoyant  with  hope,  that  thy  obdurate 
father  would  smile  on  our  attachment,  as  my 
own  sire  was  again  restored  to  the  favor  of  king 
Louis,  and  what  was  more,"  he  added  with  a 
slig-ht  degree  of  bitterness,  "  to  his  forfeited 
lands,  I  progressed  to  Calais  to  seek  an  inter- 
view with  him,  after  the  battle  of  Wakefield, 
as  agreed  upon  with  thee  ;  but  alas  !  what  did 
ii  avail  1    only  to  crush  all  my  sanguine  hopes ! 
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Jacqueline,  I  will  not  pain  thee,  by  relating  how 
rudely  I  was  repulsed  ;  suffice  it,  I  went  ray 
w  ay  with  a  heavy  heart ; — Previous  to  thy 
leaving-  Calais,  and  in  defiance  of  his  harsh  com- 
mands, I  sent  thee  a  long  written  detail  of  all 
that  had  occurred  to  me,  of  all  my  love  for,  my 
reliance  on  thee.  But  this  letter,  as  well  as  a 
second  and  a  third,  were  treated  with  the  same 
silent,  chilling  indifference." 

"  Say  not  with  indifference,  dear  Julien  !  alas 
alas !  thou  little  knowest  how  painful  was  the 
struggle  between  affection  and  duty  ;  thou  little 
knowest  how  many  —  how  fervent  were  the 
prayers  I  addressed  to  heaven  for  strength  of 
mind  to  judge  right,  and  for  fortitude  to  follow 
the  dictates  of  conscience.  The  path  of  duty 
stood  too  clearly  revealed,  for  me  to  mistake 
it  for  inclination, — my  father,  I  saw,  was  in- 
exorable— our  union  an  impossibility — and  the 
promise  exacted  from  me,  too  sacredly  binding, 
to  be  cast  aside,  save  by  his  sanction.  What 
could  I  do  %     I  had  vowed  never  to   see  thee 
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again. — I  knew  I  could  never  be  thine  ; — but 
could  I  not  spare  thee  the  misery  of  hope  de- 
ferred ?  Could  I  not  spare  thee  the  cruel  tor- 
ment of  living  on  in  the  indulgence  of  hope  which 
could  never  be  realized  %  Yes  !  by  leading  thee 
to  believe  I  had  grown  cold  and  indifferent,  I 
thought  I  should  teach  thee  to  forget  me,  and 
that  in  course  of  time  thy  heart  might  devote 
itself  to  another." 

"  And  couldst  thou  have  learnt  to  forget,  and 
be  happy  ?"  asked  Julien,  with  a  look  of  tender 
reproach. 

"  As  to  myself,"  resumed  Jacqueline,  in  a 
less  tremulous  voice,  "  I  had  vowed  never  more 
to  allow  the  passion  of  love  to  find  an  echo  in 
my  heart,  and  to  devote  my  life, — nay,  do  not 
smile  Julien,  I  am  not  about  to  say,  to  a  cloister, 
and  useless  repining,  but  to  the  active  duties  of 
my  station.  This  resolution  I  have  fulfilled,  and 
believe  me,  its  impossibility  exists  but  with  poets 
and  minstrels  !" 

« Ah  !  had  I  known  this,"  continued  Mon- 


THE    FORTRESS  iZ\ 

tessy,  pressing  her  hand  from  his  heart  to  his 
lips, — "  but  let  it  pass,  I  cannot  chide  thee  for 
seeking  to  restore  my  happiness,  although  thou 
didst  not  follow  the  right  course.  Jacqueline, 
thou  knowest  that  true  love  is  ever  jealous  and 
suspicious;  a  thousand  inquietudes  haunted  me. 
I  learnt  that  thou  hadst  returned  to  this  thine 
Isle,  ar  d  I  had  given  up  all  hope  of  either 
hearing  from,  or  communicating  with  thee,  in 
a  place  so  little  frequented  by  travellers,  when 
the  kinswoman  of  thy  lady  mother,  the  Countess 
de  Bordelais,  received  a  missive  from  thy  father, 
in  which  he  gave  God  thanks,  that  thou  hadst 
ceased  to  think  more  of  thy  foolish  attachment, 
and  from  what  he  learned  from  his  good  brother- 
in-law,  Sir  Phillip  de  Carteret,  thou  wert  to 
be  the  wife  of  his  young  heir  as  soon  as  he  be- 
came of  age.  This  letter  the  Countess  showed 
to  me,  more  in  malignity,  or  I  wrong  her,  than 
in  friendship.  Oh  !  Jacqueline,  jealousy  like  a 
red-hot  iron,  seared  my  breast,  it  poisoned  th« 
stream  of  life,  it  dried  up  its  sources,  all  thing" 
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and  every  thing  became  hateful  to  me.     My 
name,  my  re-acquired  riches — all  were  valueless. 
My  trusty  de  Vierre  was  the  sole  witness  of, 
— the   sole  participator  in   my  sufferings.  Jac- 
queline, he  would  not  believe  thee  so  fickle;  his 
heart  rendered  thee  more  justice  than  did  the  one 
which  adored  thee,  and  I  permitted  him  to  pro- 
gress to  thine  Isle,  disguised  as   a   minstrel,  in 
order  that  he  might  ascertain  the  truth  or  false- 
hood of  that  which  I  dared  neither  fully  to  be- 
lieve, nor  disbelieve.     It   was  agreed  between 
us,  that  he  should  abide  near  thee,  until  he  had 
fully  and  dispassionately  enquired  into  the  truth, 
and  thus  enabled  himself  to  dispel,  or  confirm 
my  jealous  fears;  if  assured  of  my  misery,  he 
was  to  return  and  guide  me  hither  in  a  similar 
disguise,  that  I  might  reproach  thee  with  thy 
heartlessness,  and  take  vengeance  on  him,  who 
had  robbed  me  of  thy  love  ;  do  not  despise  my 
weakness,  my  malevolence,  perchance  thou  wilt 
call  it !     Jacqueline,  I  did  come  sooner  than  I 
expected,  and  that    too    by  chance ;    alas !    I 
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came  but  to  learn  from  the  reluctant  lips  of 
de  Vierre,  that  thou  wert  false, — that  when  thy 
cousin  Edward  became  of  age,  it  was  as  the 
Lady  Bordelais  had  too  truly  stated,  the  inten- 
tion of  thy  uncle  to  obtain  a  dispensation  from 
his  holiness  the  Pope,  that  thou  mightest  become 
his  wife.  Rage,  despair,  and  jealousy  took 
possession  of  me,  prudence,  every  thing  was 
forgotten!  I  felt,  either  I,  or  the  man  who 
called  thee  wife,  must  pass  from  the  earth, — it 
was  not  large  enough  to  contain  Julien  de  Mon- 
tessy,  and  his  successful  rival !  I  followed 
de  Breze  in  the  second  onset  with  the  brave 
Islanders  ;  I  had  but  one  thought, — one  object 
in  view — to  slay  my  rival !  The  abject  wretch, 
who  called  himself  captain  of  the  Island, 
guaranteed  to  point  him  out  to  me9  but  in  the 
surprise  and  confusion  which  resulted  to  our 
troops,  from  the  well  laid  plans  of  thy  brave 
uncle,  he  was  separated  from  me:  sword  in  hand* 
I  rushed  through  the  struggling  ranks,  1  thought 
my  hatred  would  be  alone  sufficient  to  direct  frfltV 
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vengeance.     My  arm  was  idle,  but  my  eye  was 
active.      Vain  however,  had  been   my  search, 
when  de  Breze,  who  had  rescued  the  banner  of 
France  from  a  party  who  captured  it,  was  in  his 
turn   hard   set,  and  he  hastily  committed  it  to 
me ;     my    pride,    rather    than    my  inclination 
prompted  me  to  defend  it  with  the  last  drop  o. 
my  blood  !     I  fell,  and  numbered  with  the  slain, 
was   left  on  the  field,  to  be  removed  with  the 
dead  bodies  at  de  Brcze's  pleasure.     My  faith- 
ful de  Vierre  found   me  out,  bandaged   up   m; 
wounds,  and  aided  by  the  host  of  the  "  Knig! 
and  the  Dragon,1'  carried  me  to  the  Hostelry 
where  I    have,  till  the  present  time,  remaine 
concealed.     Jt   was  long-   ere  I   recovered  th 
perfect  use  of  my  faculties,  and  longer  still,  er 
I  recovered   from    my  desperate    wounds,   bu 
de    Vierre   at   length    came    to    me,    with    a 
halm,   that  effected   a   cure,   as    if    by    magic. 
His  countenance   was  glowing   with  the   satis- 
faction of  his  honest  heart,  at  the  tidings  he  had 
tc  communicate,— and  I  read  my  happiness  in  his 


THE  FORTRESS  125 

looks, — need  I  say  what  these  glad  tidings 
were?  Thy  cousin  Edward  was  the  avowed 
suitor  of  an  English  maiden ;  and  thou  my 
Jacqueline,  thou  wert  not  false  to  thy  early 
vows  !  The  following  day,  guided  by  deVierre 
1  repaired  to  the  chapel  at  La  Hougue  Bie,  and 
there  as  he  led  me  to  hope,  I  again  beheld 
thee  !"  he  paused,  and  gazed  on  her  varying 
countenance,  with  intense  devotion.  A  cloud 
had  gathered  on  it,  and  there  was  an  expression 
almost  of  mistrust,  in  her  dark,  lustrous  eyes  ; 
she  raised  them  to  his,  and,  as  though  pursuing 
her  train  of  musing  aloud,  rather  than  address- 
ing him,  said, 

"  I  thought  thou  hadst  disowned  all  fellow- 
ship with  this  de  Breze,  surely,  surely " 

"  Ah!"  interrupted  Julien  mournfully,  "canst 
thou  doubt  me  still  ?  Well  I  must  explain  the 
nature  of  my  most  distasteful  alliance  with  him. 
Thou  knowest  that  king  Louis  hath  throughout 
the  bloody  struggle  of  the  rival  roses,  upholden 
the  cause  of  Margaret  of  Anjou,  against  the 
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Yorkists  ;  and  on  her  appealing  to  him  for 
fresh  aid  after  the  battle  of  Touton,  he  gave 
permission  to  such  of  his  barons  and  captains, 
as  were  not  actually  engaged  in  warfare,  to  pass 
over  to  England  to  her  assistance  in  a  fresh 
struggle  for  the  crown  ;  amongst  this  number, 
was  Sir  Pierre  de  Breze,  Comte  de  Maulevrier, 
who  is  a  friend  of  my  father's  ;  a  brave,  but  a 
cruel,  reckless  leader.  My  sire  commanded 
me  to  join  him,  with  a  small  portion  of  our  fol- 
lowers, which  I  did;  though  it  was  but  ill  in 
accordance  nvith  my  wishes  ;  my  heart,  even 
unconsciously  to  myself,  still  clung  to  thee  and 
hope,  and  I  knew  that  such  a  step  on  my  part, 
would  only  render  the  chance  of  softening  thy 
father's  aversion  still  less  likely."  Jacqueline 
shook  her  head  mournfully.  "  I  need  not  re- 
late the  disastrous  termination  of  the  battle  of 
Hexham.  I  lost  most  of  my  followers,  and 
only  escaped  myself,  by  the  greatest  miracle. 
I  reembarked  with  de  Breze,  after  our  flight, 
with  the  intention  of  returning  immediately  to 
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France,  nor  was  it  till  the  moment  of  its  execu- 
tion, that  I  was  made  acquainted  with  his  de- 
signs on  these  Islands,  which,  on  my  remon- 
strating with  him,  he  averred  were  lawfully  his 
having  been  made  over  to  him  by  the  queen,  for 
his  services.  The  speciousness  of  his  reason^ 
ings  I  need  not  point  out;  they  did  not  blind 
me ;  yet  as  I  could  not  thwart  his  projects,  my 
only  alternative  was  to  be  a  passive  observer  of 
them.  I  hesitated  not  to  inform  him,  ttmt  no 
arm  of  mine  should  be  raised  in  so  unjust  a  war- 
fare. However,  I  resolved  to  land,  and  remain 
near  him,  that  I  might  watch  over  thy  safety, 
and  if  possible,  that  of  those  who  were  dear  to 
thee.  I  had  another  object  near  my  heart, 
as  I  have  clearly  told  thee.  De  Vierre,  who 
knew  of  my  expedition  to  England,  and  also 
knew  with  whom  it  was  undertaken,  no  sooner 
heard  the  name  of  de  Breze,  than  he  came 
without  delay  to  the  Fortress.  The  rest  thou 
already  knowest,  I  have  only  further  to  explain 
that  it  was  the  false  intelligence  of  thy  broken 
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vows  that  urged  me,  against  the  dictates  of  my 
reason,  to  follow  de  Breze  in  his  second  sortie — 
Art  thou  not  satisfied  now,  my  Jacqueline,  V  he 
added  anxiously,  finding  that  she  remained  silent, 
and  seeing  her  countenance,  still  clouded  and 
sorrowful.  Jacqueline  was  thinking  of  the 
minstrel's  most  applicable  legend,  parts  of 
which,  had  indeed  gone  strangely  to  her  heart, 
though  she  little  dreamed  how  near  to  truth  had 
been  the  dismal  conclusion.  She  sighed 
heavily,  as  he  again  repeated  the  question,  and 
raised  her  dark,  speaking  eyes,  beaming  the 
tender  emotion  which  the  thought  inspired,  yet, 
without  trusting  her  voice  to  reply. 

"  Do  not  look  thus  mournful,  dearest  Jacque- 
line,1' he  continued.  "  Thy  father's  heart  cannot 
be  altogether  stone,  there  must  be  somewhat  of 
humanity  in  it ;  if  so,  the  constancy  of  our  at- 
tachment must  soften  his  obdurate  resentment." 

"Alas!"  replied  Jacqueline,  "'tis  vain  to 
hope  against  hope.  The  chance  of  softening 
his  displeasure  was  at  best  but  a  faint  one  ;  and 


THE    FORTRESS  129 

recent  circumstances  have  rendered  it  still  less 
probable.  Since  the  last  act,  of  what  he  calls 
treachery,  on  the  part  of  thy  father,  in  espousing 
the  Lancastrian  cause  at  Wakefield,  he  is  even 
more  stern  and  obdurate  than  ever.  And  yet, 
— and  yet,  so  selfish  is  the  human  heart,  that  it 
hath  rejoiced  me  to  know  thou  wert  not  guilty 
of  the  heartlessness  of  which  I  accused  thee.  In 
short,  that  thou  hadst  not,  as  T  thought  I 
wished,  forgotten  me  ;  that  thou  wert  not  un- 
worthy the  regard  I  have  cherished  for  thee, — 
but  which  alas  !  I  cannot,  I  ought  not  to  own, 
-—to  cherish  now." 

'•  And  wherefore  not,  sweet  Jacqueline  ?  But 

a  moTient  ago  thou  saidst  it  gladdened  thee  to 

know   I   was  not  unworthy  thy  regard  ; — why 

not  tell  me  also,  that  thou  hast  not  ceased  to 

ove  me ! 

u  Of  what  use  can  the  assurance  be  to  thee  ? 

And   yet, n  she  added   quickly,  pained  by 

the  expression  of  his  countenance ;  "  wherefore 
should  I  not  avow  the  truth  ?    For  my  feelings  ■ 
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I  am  amenable  to  no  one,  scarcely  to  myself, 
and  though  in  compliance  with  my  father's  will, 
I  withhold  my  hand  from  him,  whom  he  consents 
not,  should  possess  it — I  am  not  in  like  manner 
bound  to  bestow  it  where  my  heart  doth  not 
dictate  !  And  now  Julien,  hear  me,  my  love 
for  thee  has  never  known  change.  Yet  thy 
wife  I  never  can  be,  without  shutting  myself  out 
from  my  father's  presence, — my  father's  heart, 
— and  this,  I  never,  never  will  do  !  Julien,  in 
all  probability,  this  is  the  last  time  we  shall 
meet  on  earth !  Were  it  not  therefore,  better 
I  should  free  thee  from  the  vows  of  constancy, 
we  last  exchanged  at  parting,  and  moreover, 
make  it  my  earnest  request,  that  thou  wilt 
amongst   thine  own  country  women,  choose  a 

partner,  who '' 

De  Montessy  interrupted  her  with  passionate 
vehemence, — "  Jacqueline,  Jacqueline,  torture 
me  not  thus,  I  implore  thee,  be  not  thus  inexora- 
ble !  Condemn  me  not  to  drag  on  a  miserable 
existence  of  loneliness  and  withering  despair  ! 
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When  I  look  back  on  the  two  last  years,  my  soul 
sickens  at  the  very  idea  that  the  future  must  be 
but  a  wearisome  repetition  of  them." 

Jacqueline  did  not  reply,  her  hand  was  pres- 
sed to  her  brow,  as  though  she  were  suffering 
some  keen,  insupportable  anguish.  A  tremor 
ran  through  her  frame,  her  breathing  came  thick 
and  fast ;  but  a  few  large  tears  at  length  relieved 
her  breaking  heart.  De  Montessy  kissed  them 
away,  renewing  his  prayer  with  all  the  eloquence 
which  his  impassioned  nature  inspired,  and  im- 
ploring her  to  become  his  wife  and  trust  in  him 
to  soften  her  father's  displeasure. 

"Urge  me  not  thus  cruelly,"  she  at  length 
gasped,  "  Julien,  thou  thyself  would'st  be  the 
first  to  despise  me,  should  I  consent  to  act  thus 
in  defiance  of  filial  duty,  in  defiance  of  custom 
and  prudence." 

"  Pshaw  !  "  interrupted  Montessy,  "  thou 
wert  not  formed  by  nature  to  be  encumbered  by 
the  dull  trammels  of  custom!  Jacqueline, 
can1  st  thou  put  my  misery  in  the  balance  with  so 
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flimsy  an  argument? — if  so,  thou  must  but 
slightly  understand  or  sympathize  with  it !  " 

" Julien,  these  weak  tears  must  attest  how 
deeply  thy  misery  touches  me.  Alas!  it  must 
in  the  end  cause  my  heart  to  break,  but  it  shall 
never  induce  me  to  swerve  from  my  obedience, 
my  solemn  promise  to  my  father.  He  hath 
declared  that  he  would  rather  see  me  in  my 
grave,  than  wedded  to  a  de  Montessy.  I  vowed 
he  never  should, — and  here,  on  this  sacred  sym- 
bol, and  at  the  threshhold  of  this  sacred  building, 
I  now  renew  that  vow !  She  sank  on  her  knees 
and  raised  a  small  silver  cross  to  her  lips,  so 
rapidly,  that  it  seemed  she  feared  to  lose  even 
a  moment,  in  placing  it  beyond  her  power  to 
vield  to  the  pleadings  of  affection.  She  then 
slowly  arose,  and  with  quivering  lip  continued, 

"  His  useless  'tis  painful  to  prolong  this  in- 
terview— dearest  Julien,  farewell  !  I  will  pray 
night  and  day  that  thou  mayest  forget  me  and 
be  happy." 

"  Forget  thee  !  "     he  repeated  wildly,    "  No, 
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1  swear  by  every  saint  in  heaven,  1  will  never 
forget  thee  !  Jacqueline,  1,  in  my  turn,  on  this 
same  holy  sign  of  redemption,  bind  myself  to 
thee,  as  sacredly  as  though  holy  priest  had 
joined  our  hands,  as  firmly  as  nature  hath 
united  our  hearts  !  Ah  ! — thou  weepsst  for  my 
misery !  and  yet,  from  overstrained  notions  of 
duty,  thou  hast  placed  it  beyond  thy  power  to 
relieve  it !— is  this  consistent  ?  " 

et  Do  not  question  the  sacredness  of  that  duty 
Julien ;  I  must,  at  least,  have  the  consolation  of 
knowing,  that  I  have  acted  rightly  !— and  now 
let  me,  ere  I  say  farewell,  entreat  thee  to  recall 
thy  words,  they  were  unadvisedly  spoken,  for 
we  can  never  meet  again." 

u  Then  will  I  not  leave  thee  !  "  exclaimed 
de  Montessy  passionately,  u  I  swear  I  will  not 
leave  thee,  till  thou  hast  promised  that  this  is  not 
the  last  time  mine  eyes  shall  be  blessed  with 
sight  of  thee." 

"  De  Montessy,"  replied  Jacqueline  in  a  sub- 
dued but  firm  voice,    "  it  is  dangerous  to  trifle 
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with  the  dictates  of  conscience.  A  duty  half 
performed  too  often  endeth  in  not  being  ob- 
served at  all.  I  have  placed  it  beyond  my 
power  to  yield  to  the  pleadings  of  my  too  fond 
heart;  and  Heaven  has  registered  my  vow,  to 
see  thee  no  more  without  my  father's  sanction, 
— nay,  spare  me — 'tis  vain  to  plead  now  ! — fare- 
well ! " 

The  young  cavalier  checked  the  reproach 
which  hovered  on  his  lips,  and  Jacqueline, 
touched  by  the  misery  which  his  contracted  fea- 
tures betrayed,  sunk  trembling  into  the  arras 
stretched  forth  to  clasp  her,  exclaiming  with 
passionate  earnestness,  "  Julien,  my  beloved 
Julien,  I  have  already  owned  that  I  can  never 
cease  to  love  thee,  know  also  that  I  have  vowed 
to  heaven  I  will  never  wed  another.  Does  this 
afford  thee  comfort  ?  M 

°  It  does,  it  does  !  my  own  !  my  adored  • 
farewell,"  replied  de  Montessy  in  a  suffocated 
voice,  straining  her  fondly  to  his  bosom.  There 
was  anguish,  unspeakable  anguish,  in  that  last, 
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long  lingering  embrace,  and  when  she  turned 
suddenly  away,  it  seemed  to  Julien  as  though 
his  very  heart  had  been  torn  from  his  bosom  ; 
yet,  he  durst  not  follow,  though  in  that  retreat- 
ing form  was  centered,  his  all  of  hope,  of  peace. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

But  a  very  few  minutes  had  elapsed  since  the 
bitter  farewell  had  taken  place  between  these 
two  most  devoted,  but  unfortunate  lovers,  when 
Sir  Phillip,  mounted  on  his  favourite  steed 
Rolla,  rode  past  the  church.  He  never  walked, 
not  so  much  from  dislike  to  the  exercise,  as 
from  love  to  his  good  steed,  who,  he  averred, 
understood  every  thing  he  addressed  to  him, 
and  reasoned  upon  it  as  well  as  any  human 
being,  and  what  was  better,  never  gainsaved 
his  will.  Le  Martin,  provided  with  the  fishing 
tackle,  trotted  behind  him  on  a  stout  little  nag  ; 
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his  gray  cossack  confined  round  the  waist  by  a 
leathern  belt,  gave  a.  friar-like  rotundity  to  his 
form  ;  his  little  hat,  in  shape  not  unlike  that 
worn  by  huntsmen  of  the  present  day,  perched 
upon  the  crown  of  his  head,  displayed  his  ca~ 
rotty  locks  and  broad  bronzed  face,  giving  to 
its  expression  a  something  at  once  roguish  and 
merry  ;  and  offering  a  striking  contrast  to  the 
noble  figure  of  the  knight,  who,  with  his 
ample  robe  of  velvet,  his  shoes  a  la  Poulaine, 
the  points  ornamented  and  reversed,  though 
not  carried  to  the  preposterous  length  which,  at 
a  later  period,  rendered  it  necessary  for  the  pur- 
pose of  walking,  to  fasten  them  with  a  gold  or 
silver  cord  to  the  knee,— his  chaperon  sur- 
mounted with  a  feather,  his  richly  chased  dag- 
ger and  massive  gold  chain,  could  vie  in  ap- 
pearance with  the  proudest  lord  of  his  time. 

Singing  snatches  of  a  merry  roundelay,  the 
knight  arrived  at  the  Lake.  He  alighted  on  the 
bank,  and  throwing  the  reins  across  the  neck  of 
Rolla,  whom  he  patted  and  carressed  affection 


138  THE    FORTRSSB 

ately  — "  Va-t-en,  famuser,  mon  Rolla"  he 
exclaimed,  and  Rolla  neighing  and  caprioling 
bounded  off  to  a  spot  where  the  luxuriant  grass, 
instead  of  cowslips  and  daisies,  which  his  light 
feet  scarce  bent  on  their  slender  stems, presented 
to  the  eye,  a  patch  of  young  clover,  to  which 
he  paid  his  devoirs  with  no  little  gubto.  Sir 
Phillip,  after  following  his  graceful  movements 
with  the  pleasure  and  admiration  a  mother  feels 
in  watching  the  innocent  gambols  of  her  child' 
took  his  fishing  rod  from  the  hands  of  the  at- 
tendant, aiid  stopping  short  in  his  roundelay, 
extended  the  line  over  the  sluggish  surface  of 
the  lake.  Le  Martin,  at  some  twenty  yards 
distance,  followed  bis  example,  and  the  dead 
silence  which  followed  was  long  uninterrupted. 
The  day,  with  all  the  capriciousness  of  the 
month  of  smiles  and  tears,  had  quite  changed 
in  its  character.  The  soft  blue  canopy  of 
heaven  was  now  shut  out  by  a  thick  veil  of 
grey,  hazy  mist.  The  young  morning  breeze, 
redolent  of  health  and  balm,  had  died  away. 
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The  merry  chorus  of  birds  had  subsided  to  a 
monotonous  twitter  in  the  hedges,  with  here  and 
there,  a  clear  little  disjointed  warble,  cut  short 
by  a  corresponding  one  from  some  opposite 
branch  or  tree.  But  the  knight  noticed  the 
change  only  as  in  reference  to  his  sport.  A 
pastime  of  which  inaction  and  patience  were  the 
predominant  featuies,  one  might  have  thought 
the  last  in  the  world  likely  to  become  a  favorite 
with  the  active  and  enterprising,  nay,  almost 
restless  Seigneur  of  St.  Ouen ;  yet,  by  one  of 
those  singular  incongruities,  which  so  often 
startle  us  in  others,  but  which  we  never  discover 
in  ourselves,  it  was  as  much,  if  not  a  more  fa- 
vorite pastime,  with  him  than  the  chase.  Hav- 
ing captured  one  unsuspecting  victim  in  the 
very  onset,  he  was  encouraged  to  hope  for  good 
success,  and  proportionably  out  of  patience, 
when,  at  the  end  of  half  an  hour,  he  began  to 
think  the  first  captive  was  likely  to  be  the  last ; 
still,  he  persevered,  not  one  wit  out  of  humour 
with  the  sport,  but  very  much  so  with  the  pru- 
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lent  occupants  of  the  lake,  who  shewed  such 
letermined  purpose  to  resist  the  alluring 
emptdtions  he  held  out  to  them  ;  it  was  there- 
fore, with  malicious  pleasure  he  notified  the 
approach  of  a  second  adventurer, — just  as 
he  hook  had  secured  the  prize,  a  light  touch 
vas  laid  on  his  arm,  he  turned  abruptly, and  be- 
leld  La  Blanche  Vetue. 

(t  St.  Ouen,"  she  exclaimed,  *'  yon  struggling 
thing,"  pointing  to  the  writhing  trout,  "  hath 
not  shewn  itself  more  silly  in  being  allured  by 
your  tempting  bait  to  its  own  destruction,  than 
hou  dost  at  this  moment  in  sud'ering  thyself 
to  be  allured  by  a  paltry  pastime,  to  this  solitary- 
spot,  unarmed  and  unattended.  If  thou  wouldst 
avoid  the  fate  of  that  vainly  struggling  creature, 
mount  thy  steed,  and  lose  no  time  in  reaching 
thy  home !  There  is  a  more  skilful  toil  spread 
for  thee,  than  thou  art  now  tending  to  those 
hapless  things  of  another  element  J1' 

"  Thou  jestest  good  mother,11  said  Sir  Phillip, 
calmly,   winding  the   line  of   his   fishing   rod* 
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"  beshrew  me,  but  I  might  toil  here  uselessly 
long  enough,  were  the  finny  tribe  in  no  greater 
hazard  of  being  kidnapped  than  J  be  at  this  mo- 
ment." 

"St.  Ouen,  thou  shouldst  ere  now  have 
learned  that  La  Blanche  Vetue  jesteth  not.  Vi- 
sions and  secrets  hid  from  mortal  ken,  occupy 
her  brain  with  matters  too  solemn  for  jesting.  I 
have  warned  thee  St.  Ouen  !  Persist  in  thy 
obstinacy  if  thou  wilt,  but  thy  blood,  and  that 
of  thy  countrymen  will  be  upon  thy  head,  for 
heaven  has  warned  thee  by  my  voice  !" 

"  Pshaw  !"  exclaimed  the  knight  impatiently, 
as  he  drew  his  prize  out  of  the  water,  "  1  tell 
thee  once  more  woman,  there  be  nothing  to 
fear.  The  rascally  escorceurs  to  whom  thou 
doubtlessly  makest  allusion,  be  snug  enough  in 
their  strong  hold,  or  at  least,  can't  go  be- 
yond their  own  territory  !  If  thou  hadst  made 
use  of  thine  eyes,  thou  mightest  have  noted  the 
completion  of  the  outworks,  which  have  placed 
us  in  tolerable   security  I  trow,1'  and  he  again 
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deliberately  lowered  liis  line.  La  Blanche 
stretched  forward  her  arm,  and  impatiently 
caught  hold  of  it. 

"  Some  evil  spirit  hath  possessed  thee  with 
more  than  thy  wonted  wilfulness,  to  work  thy 
destruction.  St.  Ouen,  I  tell  thee  the  enemy 
is  upon  thee9 — twelve  in  number,  armed  and 
mounted.1' 

"Pasques  Dieu !  but  thou  art  daft  poor  soul 
and  dreamest  dreams  which  thou  takcst  for 
realities  !  I  tell  thee  an  elephant  could  as 
soon  pass  through  a  betrothing  ring,  as  twelve 
armed  and  mounted  escorceurs,  unobserved, 
through  the  barriers  I  have  opposed  to  them." 

"  Wilful  mortal !  every  sentence  thou  pausest 
to  utter  shortens  an  inch  of  thy  remaining"  thread 
of  life.  Again  I  tell  thee,  St.  Ouen,  I  saw 
them  with  mine  own  eyes,  twelve  in  number, 
divide  in  two  parties,  and  take  different  ways/' 

"  Tis  impossible  good  mother,  thine  eyes  be 
blinded  with  age." 

*  Would  that  they   were   blind  !     That  they 
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had  been  sightless  from  the  hour  of  my  birth, — 
that  my  ears  too  had  been  soundless,  then  much 
horror  and  much  madness  had  been  spared  me  ! 
St.  Ouen,  once  and  again  1  warn  thee, — put  not 
thy  trust  in  men,  or  the  works  of  men, — thine 
enemies  must  e'en  now  be  within  an  arrow's 
flight  of  thee,  they  have  crept  from  the  fortress 
one  by  one;  and  conducted  by  the  vile  le  Bou- 
tillier  have  taken  advantage  of  the  nip  tide  to 
advance  along  the  shore,  hid  from  observation 
by  the  rocks." 

"Ah!"  said  the  knight,  in  an  altered  tone, 
"  Why  didst  thou  not  thus  body  thy  words  at 
first,  in  lieu  of  the  canting  phrases  which  thou 
knowest  I  abhor  1  But  say  good  mother,  art 
sure  they  were  but  a  dozen  V 

"  Spirit  of  my  murdered  sire !"  suddenly 
ejaculated  la  Blanche,  wildly  clasping  her 
hands, "  save  him  !  Mount  for  thy  life,  St.  Ouen, 
they  are  on  thee  !"  The  knight  looked  down 
the  path  to  which  she  pointed,  and  there  beheld 
several  armed  Frenchmen,  riding  furiously  to- 
wards him. 
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"  Fly,  fly,"  still  shrieked  la  Blanche. 

u  Fly !  Nay  by  my  troth  that  will  I  not ! 
There  be  but  seven  of  them  !"  and  as  Sir  Phil- 
lip spoke  he  drew  his  dagger,  and  placed  him- 
self against  a  tree,  with  a  determination  to  await 
their  attack. 

"  FJy,  I  command  thee,  rash  mortal !  On 
thy  life  hangs  that  of  hundreds,  thy  uncased 
arm  is  no  match  for  twelve  inveterate  foes  P1 

"Ah,  there  is  reason  in  what  thou  sayest!"  and 
whilst  he  spoke,  he  vaulted  into  the  saddle,  for 
Rolla,  with  ready  instinct,  was  the  first  aware 
of  the  approach  of  horsemen,  which  he  an- 
nounced with  a  loud  neigh,  and  by  galloping  up 
to  his  master's  side  "  And  what  is  to  become 
of  thee  and  yon  varlet?"  asked  the  knight,  half 
wavering  in  his  purpose. 

"1  need  the  aid  of  no  man,  nor  shall  thy 
varlet ! " 

"As ye  will,"  said  Sir  Phillip,  with  his  usual 
calmness,  fixing  himself  in  his  saddle  and  glanc- 
ing behind  him, — "  Ventre  saint  gris  ! — au  plus 
vite  mon  liolia !" — These  few  words  sufficed. 
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Off  darted  the  noble  steed,  and  the  imperturbable 
knight,  waving  his  velvet  cap  in  the  air,  shouted 
— "  King  Edward  '.—King  Edward!  " 

"  De  Breze  ! — de  Breze  !  "—was  responded 
by  voices  so  near  behind,  that  a  less  stout  heart 
would  have  quailed,  but  Sir  Phillip  only  waved 
his  cap  anew,  and  shouted  more  triumphantly, 
''King    Edward!    King     Edward!"      As    to 
Rolla,  he  seemed  to  drink  in  the  cry  with  exul* 
tation.     He  tossed  his  slender  head,,  neighed 
shrilly,  and  bounded  on  with  the  impetuosity  of 
a  whirlwind.     "  Au  plus  vite,   raon  Rolla,  au 
plus  vite !     King  Edward !  King   Edward,"— 
alternately  ejaculated  Sir  Phillip,  as  confident  in 
the  superior  fleetness  of  his  horse,  he  inwardly 
triumphed  in  the  defeat  of  the  project  of  his 
pursuers,    Already   had   he  considerably  dis* 
tanced  them,  when  an  unlucky  contre-temps  cut 
short  his  exultation.     Two  sheep,  tied  together 
by  the  legs,  had  strolled  from  a  neighbouring 
enclosure,  and  fatigued  with  scrambling  in  their 
anhappy  state  of  bondage,  were  lying  stretched 

OL  II  H 
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in  the  middle  of  the  road.  Sir  Phillip  did  not 
perceive  them,  till  they  were  fairly  under  his 
horse's  head,  when,  scared  at  their  danger, 
they  suddenly  started  up,  and  tried  to  set  off 
each  in  a  separate  direction,  and  so  entangled 
the  fore  legs  of  the  fiery  steed,  that  he  came 
down  on  his  knees.  At  that  critical  moment, 
Sir  Phillip  heard  the  tread  of  the  enemies' 
horses  immediately  behind,  and  full  half  a  dozen 
arrows  whizzed  around  him  ;  so  near  seemed 
they  that  he  could  almost  fancy  he  felt  the 
breath  of  the  first  panting  steed,  on  his  cheek, 
as  he  turned  rapidly  round  to  face  his  danger. 
For  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  dug  the  spurs 
deep  into  the  sides  of  his  noble  beast ;  the  faith- 
ful creature  recovered  itself  as  if  by  magic,  and 
i  eighed  loudly,  though  in  a  manner  so  totally 
different,  that  it  was  impossible  not  to  construe 
it  into  a  reproach. 

'•Men  bon  Rolla! — mon  cher  Rolla  !"  ex- 
claimed the  knight,  patting  his  neck,  "  thou 
doest  well  to  reprove  me  ! — on  my  Rolla,  on  !" 
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Rolla  neighed  again,  but  this  time  it  was  joy- 
fully. On  he  bounded,  scarce  deigning  to  totfdk 
the  earth. 

Excited  by  rapidity  of  motion,  that  strangle 
elation  of  spirit,  which  all  who  are  accustomed 
to  horse  exercise,  must  have  experienced,  and 
which  seems  as  it  were  to  raise  one  above  the 
earth,  and  to  which  perhaps,  we  must  attribute 
the  enjoyment  of  the  huntsman,  or  rather  the 
fascination  which  urges  him  on  in  the  pursuit  of 
a  cruel  diversion — Sir  Phillip  felt  his  heart 
bound  lightly  in  his  bosom,  and  his  spirits  rise 
to  an  uncontrolable  degree  of  buoyancy  in 
the  very  wilfulness  of  this  feeling,  he  again 
raised  his  velvet  chaperon  in  the  air, and  shouted, 
*'  King  Edward,  King  Edward  P  And  yet,  a! 
that  very  moment  death  was  staring  him  in  the 
face  !  Rolla,  without  slackening  his  pace  w&* 
now  ascending  a  winding  hill,  one  side  of  whicli 
Was  sheltered  and  barricadoed  by  a  steep  range 
of  jutting  rocks  intermingled  with  a  coarse  soiL 
and  scantily  clad  with  furze  and  fern,  whifol 
the  other  opened  out  to,  and  overhung  a  valley 
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into  which  the  road  he  was  ascending  led  by 
gradually  sloping  on  the  opposite  side,  making 
a  circuit  of  n^ar  half  a  mile.  Through  this 
valley  the  knight  must  pass  before  he  could 
gain  the  high  road  leading-  to  his  own  domain. 
There  was  but  one  other  outlet,  and  that  one  he 
had  just  passed,  for  it  led  to  a  quarter  directly 
opposite  to  the  manor  ;  but  he  had  soon  good 
reason  to  repent  that  he  had  not  chosen  it,  in 
preference  to  the  more  direct  one.  Concealed  by 
a  winding  in  the  road,  but  at  a  short  distance 
from  him,  six  other  horsemen  stationed  there  to 
intercept  his  passage,  were  quietly  awaiting -his 
coming.  The  friendly  voice  of  la  Blanche  Vetue 
forewarned  him  of  this  new  and  unexpected 
danger  ;  with  the  activity  of  a  young  mountain- 
eer, she  had  by  a  short,  but  almost  impassable 
route  ascended  the  steep  which  we  have  already 
said,  hemmed  in  the  road  on  the  right. 

"  Turn  back  St  Ouen,"  she  shouted,  "  there 
is  an  ambush  before  ye ;  gain  the  turning  ye 
have  passed,  or  all  is  over  !" 

Sir  Phillip  now  too   well  knew   the  value  of 
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her  counsel  and  warnings,  to  disregard  them  as 
the  fantasies  of  an  unsettled  brain ;  he  rapidly 
turned  his  horse's  head  round  to  follow  her 
advice.  Of  his  succeeding  in  effecting  his  es- 
cape, there  seemed  little  chance,  for  his  pur- 
suers were  within  a  very  few  paces  of  the 
turning;  to  gain  it  before  them  was  impossible — 
to  offer  resistance  to  such  fearful  odds  was 
equally  so,  though  he  for  a  moment  meditated 
it.  There  was  but  one  desperate  alternative. 
Beneath  him,  to  the  left,  was  the  green  meadow 
land  of  the  valley,  full  sixteen  feet  below  the 
level  of  the  road  he  was  on,  and  divided  from  it 
by  a  muddy  ditch,  thirty-one  feet  in  breadth. 
Could  he  accomplish  this  desperate  leap  he 
might  once  more  gain  ground  upon  his  enemies 
The  thought  had  scarce  darted  through  his 
brain,  ere  the  wild,  dauntless  being,  anxiously 
watching  his  movements,  urged  him  to  it.* 


*  Itliasbeeu  remarked    to    the  liiihor  by  a  frieud,  who 

perused  the  M.S.  of  this  work,  that  a  scene  somewhat  similar 
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"  Leap,  St.  Ouen,  'tis  your  only  chance, 
death  is  better  than  falling*  into  the  hands  of  the 
cruel  de  Breze.v  Before  she  had  ceased  speak- 
ings the  knight  had  made  a  little  circuit  to  pre- 
pare Rollafor  the  leap  ;  he  pressed  lightly  upon 
his  sides,  as  usual  addressing  him  as  he  would 
have  done  a  rational  being. 

"  Saute  mon  Rolla  four  la  vie  ou  la  mort" 
The  noble  creature,  as  though  to  assure  his 
master  that  he  comprehended  the  service  re- 
quired of  him,  erected  his  head,  shook  his  mane 
in  the  air,  and  neighed  in  reply,  then  set  off  with 
such  velocity  that  he  cleared  the  leap  almost 
before  his  rider  was  prepared  for  it;  yet,  Sir 
Phillip  kept  his  seat  with  a  skill  in  horsemanship 
that  excited  even  the  admiration  of  his  pursuers 


to  this  is  described  in  "  The  Robber,"  by  G.  James,  Esq.* 
The  Author  has  read  many  of  the  very  delightful  works  of 
this  talented  gentleman,  but,  not  the  one  in  question — there- 
lore,  the  plaoiabism  is  a  very  unintentional  one.  The  inci- 
dent is  narrated  in  "  Les  Chioniques  de  Jersey  "  ver$ 
aearly  as  it  is  given  here. 
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who  pressed  up  to  the  spot  ere  Rolla's  heels  had 
well  quitted  it.  Unprepared  for  such  a  feat  and 
quite  certain  of  their  victim,  they  looked  at  each 
other  in  stupid  surprise.  All  shouted — '  bravo' — 
save  one,  whose  wroth  and  disappointment 
seemed  to  swallow  up  every  other  feeling*. 

"  On  !  on  comrades  !— on  to  the  valley,  we 
may  yet  catch  him  ! "  were  his  eager  exclama- 
tions. 

"Ah!  le  Boutillier !  "  screamed  out  la 
Blanche,  recognizing  his  voice,  "  base  traitor  ! 
abject  renegade !  Is  this  thy  gratitude,  thy 
fealty  to  thy  liege  lord  ?  Out  on  thee  for  a 
monster!  May  the  malediction  of  heaven  pur- 
sue you  every  where  and  my  curse  blight  all 
that  belongs  to  you ! " 

"Have  at  thee  beldame!"  rejoined  le  Bou- 
tillier, taking  aim  at  her  with  his  crossbow,  but 
without  stopping*  to  note  the  progress  or  effect 
of  the  arrow.  On !  on ! "  was  his  cry,  as  he 
dug  the  spurs,  rowel  deep,  into  his  horse's 
flanks. 
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The  pursuit  now  became  hotter  than  before. 
The  horsemen  who  lay  in  ambush,  and  whose 
beasts  were  perfectly  fresh,  soon  came  in  sight 
of  Sir  Phillip.  He  had  relaxed  his  speed  in 
compassion  to  Rolla,  who  betrayed  symptoms 
of  suffering,  which  cut  him  to  the  heart.  By 
degrees  his  every  movement  became  less  free 
and  seemed  to  demand  the  most  painful  effort ; 
yet  though  frequently  drawn  in  by  his  rider,  the 
generous  animal  shewed  his  unwillingness  to 
relax  in  his  duty,  by  darting  off  the  next  mo- 
ment \\  ith  renewed  speed  In  his  anxiety  for 
his  noble  beast,  Sir  Phillip  forgot  the  presence 
of  danger,  and  at  one  time  even  thought  of  dis- 
mounting to  relieve  him.  By  these  frequent 
checks,  the  enemy  had  been  allowed  time  to 
gain  more  ground  upon  him  than  he  calculated 
was  possible,  and  he  was  more  startled  by  the 
nearness  of  their  shout  than  he  had  been  by 
their  first  appearance.  The  odds  now  seemed 
greatly  against  him,  but  he  had  it  not  in  his 
heart  to  urge  forward  his  panting  courser. 
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"  De  Breze  !  de  Breze  !  "  again  shouted  the 
foe,  evidently  sure  of  their  victim.  But  no ! — 
the  faithful  Rolla  pricked  up  his  ears,  and  as 
if  reminded  of  his  master's  danger  by  that  cry, 
seemed  suddenly  to  acquire  fresh  vigour :  he 
bounded  forward  with  a  willingness  which 
somewhat  eased  the  apprehensions  of  his  rider. 

At  this  furious  pace,  and  thus  hotly  pursued, 
the  knight  now  passed  several  terrified  women 
and  children,  who  fled  across  the  fields  or  con- 
cealed themselves  in  ditches  or  behind  the  trees. 
The  pursuers  were  again  distanced  and  the  grey 
turrets  of  the  manor  were  seen  rising  above  the 
tops  of  the  trees  which  skirted  the  plain  to  the 
west.  One  other  turn  and  the  massive  gate- 
way was  full  in  view.  Sir  Phillip  drew  a  long, 
loud  blast  on  his  horn,  then  patted  the  steaming 
neck  of  his  generous  preserver. 

"  Nous  voila  mon  Rolla ! " — he  exclaimed  tri- 
umphantly. Rolla  stopped  short — his  limbs 
quivered — his  mane  stood  erect— he  gave  a 
wild  shrill  neigh,  and  sunk  upon  his  knees. 
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The  knight  drew  his  feet  from  the  stirrups 
with  the  rapidity  of  lightning- — he  knew  it  was 
Rolla's  death-cry.  A  sharp  pang  like  that  in- 
flicted by  a  dagger  pierced  his  heart  as  the 
faithful  animal  rolled  over  on  his  left  side,  evi- 
dently in  the  agonies  of  death.  He  stood  for 
a  moment  motionless ;  his  heart  died  within 
him  with  womanish  grief,  and  tears  gushed 
forth,  falling  in  large  drops  on  the  beautiful 
head  he  raised  from  the  ground,  whilst,  as 
though  addressing  a  human  being,  he  made  use 
of  the  most  endearing  epithets.  Rolla  seemed 
sensible  of  his  caresses  and  once  or  twice 
neighed  feebly — presently  a  gory  tide  rushed 
from  his  mouth  and  nostrils,  his  flesh  and  limbs 
quivered  violently  and  then  he  was  quite  still.* 
The  knight  stood  with  folded  arms,  his  head 
sunk  upon  his  chest,  gazing  on  his  dead  char- 
ger, and  so  absorbed  was  he  in  his  grief,  that  he 


•  A  painting  of  this  noble  animal  is  still  preserved  at  the 
Manor  House  of  St.  Ouen. 
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was  for  some  minutes  unconscious  of  being  sur- 
rounded by  his  neice,  Margaret  Harleston,  and 
most  of  the  household,  who  having  heard  his 
signal  of  alarm,  instantly  rushed  out  to  learn 
the  cause. 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

There  was  no  feasting  at  the  manor,  on  the 
eventful  day  of  poor  Rolla's  death.  The  re- 
installed bailli,  the  king's  comptroller,  le  chef 
Grangier,the  king's  receiver,  the  Viscomte,  TEn- 
registreur  des  faits  publics,  the  provost  of  St. 
Mary's  and  St.  Brelades,  the  Seigneurs  of 
Trinite,  Rozel,  and  Meleche  arrived  at  the  ap- 
pointed time,  but  were  obliged  to  put  up  with 
lenten  fare.  Soupe  maigre,  dried  fish,  galettes 
made  of  barley,  the  shape  and  thickness  of 
pancakes,  harricots  of  dried  peas  and  beans, 
bouilli,  and  a  favorite  dish  of  the  Islanders,  con- 
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sisting  of  rye,  seasoned  with  butter  and  salt 
eggs  dressed  a  Fomlette,  or  boiled  hard,  halved 
and  sent  to  table  in  an  enormous  dish  of  sorreb 
dressed  after  the  fashion  of  spinach,  though  the 
grease  that  floated  over  the  green  surface  of  the 
submerged  egg*,  would  have  offered  but  little 
temptation  to  the  refined  palates  of  the  present 
day.     These  dishes,  with  the  exception  of  early 
vegetables   served   up    in    various    ways,    and 
pastry,  cut  into  grotesque  forms,  which,  for  skill 
in  design,  might  outvie  the  efforts  of  Gunter, 
was  all  that  Petit  Jean,  his  brain  disturbed,  and 
his  time  engrossed  by   the  occurrences   of  the 
morning,  had  been  able  to  prepare. 

The  repast  proved  anything  but  a  cheerful 
one.  Edward,  the  life  and  mover  of  fun  and 
frolic,  and  d'Anneville  the  soul  of  conversation, 
were  absent.  Jacqueline,  pale,  harassed  and 
drooping,  sat  absorbed  in  silent  meditation  be- 
side Margaret,  who  seemed  to  have  caught  the 
contagion  of  sadness  from  her.  In  short,  the 
morning's   adventure   seemed  to  have   thrown 
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a  gloom  over  the  whole  party.  The  knight 
could  not  rally  from  the  depression  which  the 
death  of  his  favorite  steed  had  left  on  his  spirits, 
— the  guests  too,  appeared  suddenly  to  have 
awakened  from  the  dream  of  comparative  secu- 
rity, which  they  had  for  the  last  few  weeks  en- 
joyed. 

The  conversation,  as  might  be  expected,  was 
confined  solely  to  this  one  topic ;  and  it  soon 
became  a  subject  of  enquiry,  how  the  enemy 
was  informed  of  Sir  Phillip's  intention  of  going 
to  the  lake  that  morning  alone,  as  it  was  evident 
the  whole  was  a  preconcerted  scheme. 

iC  There  must  be  deep  treachery  somewhere 
about  ye  knight,"  observed  the  little  bailli,  u  ye 
should  look  to  it." 

"  Aye,  that's  plausible  enough,"  replied  Sir 
Phillip,  "  I  have  been  too  much  taken  up  with 
the  event  to  think  of  the  cause.  There  must 
have  been  treachery  as  ye  say  bailli,'' — and  he 
leisurely  cast  his  eye  along  the  extensive  table, 
as  if  to  note  who  was  absent,  oc  whom  he  could 
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suspect.  "I  have  hit  it!  Petit  Jean,  can'st 
thou  or  any  of  the  knaves  give  account  at  what 
hour  the  stranger  minstrel  left  the  manor  %  '* 
Petit  Jean  replied  that  he  must  have  done  so 
ere  day  break  as  none  had  seen  him  depart, 
and  he  had  let  himself  out. 

"  The  base  thief  !  the  mean  varlet !  vocife- 
rated the  knight,  who  was  not  choice  of  his 
epithets  when  in  a  passion,  "  the  mystery's  ex- 
plained ;  this  vile  cheat  was,  depend  upon  it,  a 
rascally  spy  from  the  castle,  and  must  have 
heard  me  make  arrangements  for  going  to  the 
lake  the  next  morning.  Here  master  jugglers," 
shouting  out  to  the  trembling  guests  who  sat  at 
the  lower  end  of  the  board  with  the  domestics 
and  inferiors,  w  stand  up  and  clear  yourselves, 
or  ye  will  ere  another  hour  find  your  necks 
somewhat  lengthened, — where,  and  when,  did 
you  pick  up  with  that  vile  cheat  1  " 

"  Now  the  saints  be  good  unto  us,  and  for- 
give ye  Sir  Knight,  for  so  unjustly  suspecting 
honest  men  as  we  be  !"  exclaimed  Simon,  "  we 
be  ready  to  kiss  the  blessed  cross  in  proof  of  our 
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innocence.  We  had  no  knowledge  of  our 
gossip,  save  that  yesternoon  he  presented  him- 
self at  the  '  Knight  and  the  Dragon,'  and  said  he 
was  a  strolling  minstrel,  who  had  joined  himself 
to  Pierre  de  Breze's  company  in  England,  in 
order  to  obtain  a  safe  and  free  passage  back  to 
his  native  land,  but  that  weary  of  being  shut  up 
in  the  fortress,  and  not  liking  the  g-oings  on 
there,  he  was  fain  to  escape,  whereupon,  we 
proposed  to  him,  that  he  should  join  our  com- 
pany,and  fill  the  place  of  poor  Pierrot,  who  was 
dead.  You  must  recollect  Pierrot,  mon  Seig- 
neur, for  ye  used  to  laugh  at  his  ready  jests,  and 
applaud  his  minstrelsy." 

"  Aye,  aye,  full  well  do  I  remember  Master 
Pierrot,  he  was  worth  a  score  of  ye  varlets,  and 
right  sorry  am  I  to  hear  he's  gone  the  way  of 
all !  But  how  came  ye  sir  knaves,  to  introduce 
this  cheat  to  the  manor,  upon  so  short  an  ac- 
quaintance in  these  critical  times  too,  when  a 
man  can't  walk  from  one  end  of  his  territory  to 
another,  without  risk  of  life  or  limb." 

"  An  it  please  ye  Sir  Knight,  to  be  lenient  to 
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this  our  only  error,  which  we  should  not  have 
been  guilty  of,  but  that  we  chanced  to  fall  in 
with  Master  du  Bois  here,  who  required  of  us 
wherefore  we  had  not  been  to  the  manor,  to  di- 
vert you  Sir  Phillip,  and  the  fair  ladies  with  our 
merry  art,  seeing  that  you  were  returned  to  it 
in  all  health  and  comfort?  where  upon  we 
agreed  that  we  would  progress  hither,  with  our 
new  gossip,  that  self  same  evening. 

"  Well,  well  my  masters,  I  was  somewhat 
hasty  with  ye  ;  the  fault  be  none  of  your's,  so  I 
pray  you  tarry  as  long  as  ye  list."  The  jug- 
glers tendered  their  thanks,  and  with  a  humble 
obeisance,  reseated  themselves,  much  to  the 
content  of  the  retainers,  who  loved  to  witness 
their  merry  feats  too  well  to  contemplate  their 
disgrace  and  dismissal  without  regret,  though, 
had  the  Seigneur  of  St.  Ouen's  suspicion  been 
well  founded,  there  was  not  one  who  should  not 
have  been  ready  to  execute  the  threatened 
punishment. 

During   the    whole    of    this     conversation, 
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Jacqueline's  feelings  were  most  powerfully  ex- 
cited. Her  first  warm  impulse  had  been  to 
defend  Julien  from  this  unjust  imputation,  and 
denounce  the  suspected  criminal.  For  she  had 
every  reason  to  believe,  that  du  Bois  was  the 
aggressor.  On  returning  to  the  manor,  on  this 
eventful  morning,  she  had  seen  him  advancing 
rapidly,  from  the  direction  of  the  town,  but  be- 
ing at  that  moment,  in  a  frame  of  mind,  which 
admitted  of  no  intrusion,  she  had  accelerated 
her  own  pace  to  avoid  him.  The  conscious 
look  with  which  he  now  bent  over  his  bowl  of 
steaming  soup,  made  her  tremble  lest  he  should 
betray  himself, — but  no  ;  Sir  Phillip's  mind  was 
a  stranger  to  suspicion ;  he  almost  blindly  re- 
pulsed it,  even  when  awakened,  nor  did  it  now 
occur  to  him,  that  there  must  have  been  conni- 
vance on  du  Bois'  pait,  which  under  existing 
circumstances,  was,  to  say  the  least,  surprising. 
As  to  Jacqueline,  so  conflicting  were  her  feel- 
ings towards  du  Bois,  that  though  her  indigna- 
tion had,  in  the  first  moment,  prompted  her  to 
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proclaim  him  the  traitor,  and  bring  on  him  the 
chastisement,  which  his  double  dealing  and 
base  act  of  treachery  deserved  ;  still,  when  she 
thought  him  in  actual  danger  of  exposure,  she 
saw  in  him  only,  the  tried  and  faithful,  though 
ever  zealous  servant  of  Julien  de  Montessy,  and 
the  dread  of  inflicting  a  new  pang  on  the  heart 
which  had  already  suffered  so  keenly  on  her 
account,  made  her  tremble  for  the  life  of  one 
whose  sympathy  and  fidelity  had  became  so  ne- 
cessary to  him.  Whilst  occupied  with  these 
thoughts,  her  eye  rested  on  the  culprit,  with  an 
earnest  scrutiny,  and  an  expression  of  contempt 
and  anger,  that  could  not  be  misunderstood. 
Du  Bois,  on  his  part,  as  if  involuntarily,  more 
than  once,  turned  an  enquiring  look  towards 
her,  and  shrunk,  as  if  abashed  from  her  wither- 
ing glance.  He  saw  that  she  suspected  him, 
and  so  well  had  he  studied  her  character,  that 
he  did  not  for  a  moment  doubt,  she  would  at 
whatever  sacrifice  of  her  own  feelings,  denounce 
him  to  her  uncle.     But  du   Bois,.  though  he 
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justly  estimated  the  unswerving  principles  of 
her  exalted  mind,  somewhat  underrated  the  in- 
tensity of  affection,  of  which  it  was  capable  ; — 
he  could  not  understa  nd  the  empire  which  rea- 
son exercised  over  feeling.  He  had,  during  his 
abode  at  St.  Ouen's,  seen  her  cairn,  composed, 
nay  even  cheerful,  in  the  discharge  of  the  little 
social  duties  of  life;  alive  to  impressions  of 
every  sort,  and  enthusiastic  in  the  sympathy  she 
manifested  in  the  joy  and  sufferings  of  others, 
and  he  deemed  her  passionless,  though  for  no 
better  reason,  than  that  his  unhappy  master,  by 
his  restlessness,  his  indifference,  nay,  his  disgust 
to  life,  men  and  things,  betrayed  a  far  less  de- 
gree of  resignation.  Du  Bois  was  no  theorist, 
and  this  conclusion  was  the  most  natural  he 
could  draw.  But  could  he  have  read  what  was 
passing  in  that  mind,  he  would  have  smiled  to 
think  he  had  ever  arrived  at  it.  Even  now, 
whilst  her  eye  rested  on  him,  the  expression  o* 
anger  gradually  subsided.  Through  the  arti- 
ficial dark  tint  of  his  completion,  the  dyed  hair 
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and  eyebrows,  she  recognized  the  shrewd, 
though  not  unpleasant  countenance  of  her 
lover's  trusty  esquire,  and  she  wondered  how 
the  strange  suspicions  which  so  often  floated 
over  her  mind,  had  not  sooner  been  confirmed. 
Then  came  a  tide  of  tender  recollections  of  the 
past.  She  recalled  ail  the  many  proofs  de  Mon- 
tessy  had  narrated  to  her,  of  generous  sacrifices, 
of  devoted  fidelity,  of  affection  on  the  part  of 
de  Vierre,  and  her  heart  pleading  stronger  than 
her  reason,  softened  down  her  indignation  ;  if 
her  communication  had  at  first  been  restrained 
from  a  shrinking  feeling  of  repugnance  to  lay 
open  the  secret  so  long,  so  jealously  guarded 
within  her  own  breast, — for,  in  betraying  duBois 
she  must  also  betray  her  ill  fated  attachment  to 
Julien  de  Montessy,  and  the  humiliating  fact  of 
his  being-  associated  with  the  ruthless  invaders 
so  hated  and  despised,  or  she  must  envelop 
herself  in  a  veil  of  mystery  still  more  distasteful 
to  her  Jofty  mind, — so  now  was  it,  by  a  feeling 
of  consideration  for  du  Bois,     She  asked  her- 
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self  if  she  could  betray  into  the  hands  of  ene- 
mies, who  would  consider  his  instant  death,  but 
a  just  retribution  for  his  treachery,  one,  who  had 
assumed  a  feigned  character,  not  to  serve  his 
own  ends,  or  play  the  unworthy  part  of  a  spy 
from  interested  motives,  but  from  a  hearty  de- 
sire to  promote  the  happiness  of  a  master,  whom 
he  loved  and  served  with  a  fullness  of  devotion, 
a  disinterestedness  of  purpose,  which  might  well 
compensate  for  a  thousand  defects,  and  who? 
however  flagrant  this  act  of  treachery  towards 
her  uncle  might,  seem,  no  doubt  reconciled  it  to 
his  conscience  as  a  ruse  which  war  sanctioned  ; 
— could  she  then  betray  this  faithful  servant'? — 
her  woman's  heart  whispered  "  No  V  She  re- 
proached herself  for  this  weakness ;  she  re- 
proached herself  for  allowing  such  specious 
arguments  to  plead  for  him ;  yet,  her  lips  were 
sealed  I 

To  allow  him  to  remain  longer  at  the  manor, 
was  however,  a  degree  of  fatuity  after  what 
had  happened,  of  which  she  would  by  no  means 
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allow  herself  to  be  guilty,  and  it  was  her  inten- 
tion, did  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  him  pre- 
sent itself,  to  bid  him  quit  her  uncle's  roof, 
without  a  moment's  delay,  and  to  return  to  it  no 
more.  But  ere  such  an  opportunity  was  afforded 
a  circumstance  occurred  which  involved  her 
in  a  most  cruel  perplexity. 

The  evening  repast  had  long  been  over, 
when  Jacqueline,  still  busy  with  her  thoughts 
was  startled  from  them  by  a  confused  move- 
ment amongst  the  household.  La  Blanche 
Vetue,  with  her  usual  noiseless  motion  glided 
into  the  midst  of  the  apartment,  and  thus  ad- 
dressed Sir  Philljp: — 

"  St.  Ouen,  ye  have,  1  bethink  me,  learnt 
from  experience,  that  it  behoves  ye  to  treat  my 
warnings  with  more  consideration  than  ye  were 
wont ;  and  that  they  are  derived  from  a  power 
ye  wot  not  of!  I  need  not  charge  ye  to  make 
what  use  ye  can  of  that  which  I  am  again  per- 
mitted to  reveal  to  ye.  Listen  ! — The  dispatch 
which  de  Breze  sent  to  France  for  fresh  supply 
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of  men,  hath   been   intercepted.     He  knoweth 
not  of  this  mischance,  still  he  purposeth  sending 
another,  if  aid  doth  not  arrive  at  the  close  of  the 
week  ;  ye  must  prevent  this  St.  Ouen,  or  ye  be 
lost!     Prevent  it  ye  can,  if  ye  will  but  avail 
yourself  of  the  help  heaven  hath  sent  ye.     The 
brave  sire  of  yon  gentle  one,"  pointing  to  Mar- 
garet, "is  even  now  at  anchor,  off  Guernsey,  tak- 
ing in  a  supply  of  water,  and  waiting  a  fair  wind 
for  a  distant  expedition,  with  the  fleets  of  which 
the  king,  his  master  hath  made  him  vice  admi- 
ral, and  if  ye  send  some  trust-worthy  messenger 
to  him,  he   will,  I   wot,  presently  assist  ye  in 
ridding  the  Isle  of  the  blood  hounds  that  be 
thirsting  for  your  lives.     No  time  must  be  lost, 
so  one   amongst  ye   decide   to   pass   over   to 
Guernsey.     I  will  provide  the  means, on  condi- 
tion that  he   who  undertakes  the  voyage  will 
trust    solely   to   the   guidance  of  her  ye   call 
la  Blanche  Vetue,    and  that  too,  without   pre- 
suming to  pry  into   matters  about   which,  it  is 
not  intended  he  should  be  informed.     If  such  a 
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one  can  be  found,  who  will  conduct  himself  thus 
discreetly,  and  swear  by  the  Great  Power,  who 
will  register  his  oath  above,  neither  to  ask 
questions  then,  nor  hereafter,  to  reveal  aught 
concerning  his  journey,  let  him  meet  me  at 
the  Bloody  Rock,  to  morrow  eve,  just  as  the 
moon  lifts  her  head  above  the  waters  ! — Who- 
ever will  thus  swear,  let  him  hold  up  a  hand  V 
No  hand  was  raised  !  La  Blanche  Vetue  was 
looked  upon  with  too  much  terror,  for  any  of 
those,  then  present,  to  dare  venture  on  a  meeting 
with  her  alone  at  such  an  hour,  and  above  aP, 
at  such  a  spot ! 

The  Bloody  Rock,  so  named  from  a  terrible 
slaughter  of  the  inhabitants,  which  there  took 
place,  some  ninety  years  before,  when  Alain  le 
Breton,  a  famous  corsair,  invaded  the  Island, 
was  held  in  such  superstitious  dread,  that  not 
the  most  hardy  of  the  Islanders  could  be  pre- 
vailed upon  to  visit  it  even  by  day.  As  to  Sir 
Phillip,  his  was  a  soul  to  dare  anything,  and  had 
it  been   for   any   clearly    defined   purpose,   hv 

VOL  II  I 
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would  have  thrown  himself  into  the  saddle,  and 
set  off  at  dead  of  night,  to  the  Bloody  Rock, 
with  as  little  hesitation  as  he  would  repair  to 
his  sleeping*  chamber  ;  but,  as  we  have  seen 
his  nature  repugned  at  what  he  termed  the 
trickery  and  cant  of  the  dealers  in  miracles  and 
mysteries.  He  would  rather  forfeit  a  hundred 
lives,  had  he  them,  than  owe  his  preservation  to 
their  means,  and  as  la  Blanche  as  usual,  enve- 
loped her  information  and  plans  in  all  the  mys- 
ticism she  was  able  to  call  to  her  aid,  he  was 
resolved  to  yield  no  shew  of  belief,  in  what  wa 
not  made  palpable  to  his  understanding  ;  he  was 
the  first  to  break  the  silence. 

"  In  sooth,  good  mother,  the  brains  must  be 
as  crazed  as  thine  own,  that  could  lead  a  man  to 
adventure  on  an  expedition  so  mysteriously  con- 
ducted, and  for  which  such  small  reason  can  be 
shewed.  By  my  faith,  thy  credulity  hath  been 
oractised  on,  or  thou  hast  this  once  read  the 
olanets  a-wrong  !  Thus  far  I  can  counter  say 
thee, — the   brave    Sir  Richard   Harleston,  last 
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advertised  us,  that  he  was  on  a  distant  expedi- 
tion, and  bid  us  not  look  for  his  coming  back  to 
England  for  many  months. " 

"  Endanger  not  thine  own,  and  thy  country- 
men's lives  a  second  time  by  yielding  to  the 
one  great  frailty  of  thy  nature,  the  wilfulness  of 
pride  !  St.  Ouen,  I  solemnly  charge  ye,  put 
faith  in  my  report,  or  ye  be  a  lost  man  !" 

"  Tell  me  whence  ye  derive  that  report,  or  no 
man  shall,  with  my  consent,  start  on  such  a  fool's 
errand." 

"  Proud,  headstrong  mortal !  It  behoveth 
not  thee  to  know  !"  and  with  an  air  of  offended 
dig'nity,  she  slowly  stalked  away. 

There  was,  however,  in  that  assembly,  one 
being,  who  firmly  believed  every  word  that  had 
been  uttered— it  was  Margaret  Harleston — she 
stept  after  the  tall  retreating  form,  and  in  her 
earnestness,  laid  her  soft  palm  on  the  bare  arm 
of  la  Blanche  Vetue,  who,  either  with  anger  or 
surprise,  turned  round  with  startling  abruptness^ 
but  the  harshness  of  her  features  at  once  relaxed 
i  1 
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as  her  eye  fell  on  the  sylph  like  form  of  the  young 
girl.  With  unshaken  firmness,  yet  in  the  hurried 
manner  of  one  who  would  escape  notice,  Mar- 
garet whispered : — 

"  La  Blanche,  your  advice  shall  not  be  lost, 
I  now  vouch  for  one  who  will  meet  you  at  the 
Bloody  Rock,  sith  he  be  not  here  to  vouch  for 
himself." 

"Let  him  not  fail,  maiden,"  was  the  brief 
reply,  and  the  singular  being  walked  on  again 
at  the  same  stately  pace. 

Margaret  had  not,  as  she  intended,  accom- 
plished her  purpose  unobserved  however  quiet- 
ly and  cleverly  it  was  done,  for,  Sir  Phillip, 
already  half  repenting  of  his  obstinate  increduli- 
ty, as  the  remembrance  of  the  morning's  adven- 
ture flashed  across  his  mind,  was  watch- 
ing* la  Blanche's  retreating  footsteps  with  some- 
thing very  much  akin  to  uneasiness;  though 
his  pride  would  not  permit  him  to  call  her 
back  or  yield  one  iota  more  than  he  had  done. 

(<  Ha   Margery,"    he  exclaimed,   "'  what   art 
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up  to  maiden  1  I  pray  the  saints  thou  art  not 
taking  lessons  in  divination  from  la  Blanche. 
Pasques  Dieu,  we  should  then  never  be  able  to 
fancy  pleasant  things  which  futurity  might,  for 
aught  we  know,  have  in  store  for  us,  sith  thou 
couldst  always  put  our  doubts  to  rest  by  warn- 
ing us  of  their  fallacy !  Come  hither  petite 
coquine,  and  let  us  hear  if  the  spirit  of  prophecy- 
hath  fallen  on  thee,  and  if  so  be  it  accordeth 
with  the  evil  omens  of  thy  preceptress ;  or  at 
least,  prithee  inform  us  of  what  manner  of  com- 
munication thou  hast  had  with  the  beldame  ? 
did  she  foretell  thee  of  the  approach  of  thy 
wedding  day  V 

"  Nay  dear  Sir  Phillip,'1  quickly  interrupted 
Margaret,  with  glowing  cheeks,  "  wherefore 
should  you  thus  banter  me,  the  communication 
was  purely  on  my  part,  and  as  you  must  have 
noted  but  a  short  one." 

"  Long*  enough  for  thy  purpose  sweet-heart, 
I  wot !  Come,  I  shall  not  let  thee  keep  thy 
secret  so  adroitly  !" 
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"  Well  then,  be  not  angry  with  me,1'  she  said 
coaxingly,  throwing  her  snowy  arras  over  his 
broad  shoulders,  "I  did  but  advertise  la  Blanche 
Vetue  that  there  would  be  one  to  await  her 
guidance  at  the  Bloody  Rock,  on  the  morrow's 
eve;' 

"  Thou  wert  full  hardy  methinks,  sweet 
wench  !  I  prithee  tell  me  who  thy  gentle  wis- 
dom hath  fixed  on  for  the  purpose  !" 

((  Mine  own  self,  if  none  more  fitting  could  be 
found." 

"Thyself!  grammercy  !  A  most  formidable 
ambassador  to  send  in  dangerous  times  !  Of  a 
sooth,  thou  must  first  be  shorn  of  these  long 
golden  locks  !"  and  the  knight  passed  his  hand 
fondly  over  her  head  as  he  spoke,  "  one  single 
straggler  from  amongst  these  clustering  ringlets 
would  betray  thy  incapacity  for  the  office  !  so 
thou  really  dost  accredit  all  that  this  poor 
crazy  thing  hath  said,  and  believest  that  thy 
father  is  off  Guernsey." 

"Wherefore   should  I    not   believe  her*— 
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Sir  Phillip,  hath  she  ever  yet  misled  ye  ?— Ed- 
ward hath  assured  me  not!  And  bethink  you 
that  she  hath  saved  your  life  but  this  very  morn- 
ing,— that  she  warned  you  of  an  evil,  you  had 
little  cause  to  dread,  but  which  nevertheless' 
occurred  with  small  delay !— then  do,  do  but 
trust  her  again  this  once,  if  she  hap  to  deceive, 
accredit  her  never  more*1' 

"  Good  lack  !"  exclaimed  the  knight,  on  Jac- 
queline adding  her  entreaty  to  that  of  Margaret, 
"good  lack!  ye  be  both  fairly  moon  stricken,  mai- 
dens !  I  pray  the  saints  the  beldame  hath  not  be- 
witched ye  !  I  require  of  ye  Messieurs,"  address- 
ing his  guests,  "  did  ye  ever  see  a  poor,  mortal 
man  so  beset  with  the  wiles  of  woman  ?  Come, 
do  not  abandon  me  in  the  unequal  contest.,, 

"  Marry," — quoth  the  bailli,  whom  the  warn- 
ing of  new  dangers  had  made  to  quake,  and 
who  wished  that  the  proposal  of  la  Blanche 
might  meet  with  compliance  from  some  quarter, 
though  he  dared  not  offer  himself  as  the  scape- 
goat— "  Marry,  Sir  Phillip,  how  can  you  resist 
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such  douce  entreaties  so  long?  ye  might  as  well 
have  the  grace  to  concede,  as  ye  can  do  it  at 
such  small  cost.  The  praise  or  the  blame  of 
the  essay  will  not  recoil  upon  you,  sith  it  were 
none  of  your  own  choosing,  but  in  a  manner 
wheedled  out  of  ye.1'  This  was  precisely  the 
point  Sir  Phillip  wished  to  arrive  at. 

"  Beshrew me,"  he  replied,  "  but  lam  sorely 
beset !  If  so  be  I  resign  all  authority  over  thee, 
gentle  one,  who  I  pray  thee,  might  be  the  knight 
errant  thou  wouidst  appoint  to  the  most  honora- 
ble and  mysterious  undertaking  V 

"  Edward  !"  replied  Margaret. 

"  Edward  !"  repeated  the  knight,  with  altered 
visage,  "  I  pray  heaven,  Margery,  thou  hast  not 
already  wearied  of  his  devotion,  and  thus 
eagerly  avail  thyself  of  an  opportunity  to  be  rid 
of  him,  for  danger  in  the  undertaking  there 
must  be,  even  if  la  Blanche  can  provide  a  boat 
for  the  voyage.  Hast  thou  thought  maiden,  of 
the  strict  look  out,  our  enemies  keep  V 

"  1  have,  but  I  trust  in  the  Virgin  for  his  safe- 
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ty.  No  great  enterprise  can  be  effected  without 
some  risk.  1  know  this  to  be  one  in  which  Ed- 
ward would  delight,  and  were  he  here,  would 
accept  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  so  firmly 
doth  he  rely  on  la  Blanche  Vetue's  veracity." 

"  Well,  well,  ye  must  e'en  have  your  own 
way,  I  guess,  so  I  wash  my  hands  clear  of  it 
altogether;  but,"  he  added  half  playfully,  half 
reproachfully,  his  fondness  for  his  son  again 
stepping  in,  "  what  will  Edward  say  to  thy  thus 
wilfully  exposing  him  to  a  danger  he  cannot  pro- 
vide against,  sith  'tis  not  to  be  foreseen  1" 

Margaret  bent  her  little  rosy  mouth  close  to 
his  ear,  and  whispered, 

"  Nay  dear  Sir  Phillip,  thou  knowest  well,  I 
would  sooner  die  than  expose  him  to  danger  !" 

The  knight  imprinted  a  kiss  on  her  glowing 
cheek,  as  he  replied  sotto  voce. 

u  Well,  well,  I  suppose  thou  considerest  him 
as  much  thine  as  mine,  so  do  e'en  as  thou  wilt 
with  him." 

Jacqueline  smiled    at    this    little    piece 
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flirtation  of  her  good  uncle's,  and  pressed 
.Margaret's  hand  in  token  of  gladness  at  her 
success;  yet  the  smile  withered  on  her  lip? 
as  her  eye  again  chanced  to  fall  on  the  counte- 
nance of  du  Bois,  for  so  we  shall  still  continue 
to  call  him.  She  thought  with  dread,  of  the 
use  it  was  in  his  power  to  make  of  what  he  had 
heard,  by  enabling  their  enemies  to  counteract 
or  altogether  hinder  any  designs  which  might  be 
formed  on  la  Blanche's  information.  It  has  been 
said  of  the  fair  sex,  and  with  much  general 
truth,  that  in  cases  of  great  emergency  they 
seldom  lose  their  presence  of  mind,  nor  did 
Jacqueline  at  this  critical  moment. 

Loathe  to  bring  harm  upon  this  tried  and 
faithful  servant,  she  resorted  to  an  expedient 
which  would  bring  no  individual  suspicion  upon 
him,  and  yet  would  prevent  the  mischief  she 
dreaded  might  arise  from  his  being  left  at 
large. 

*  Good  uncle,"  she  said,  rather  abruptly, 
'*  thou  must  also  grant  me  a  boon  V9 
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"  Good  Lord!  have  ye  no  conscience  wench, 
that  thou  must  a  second  time  in  one  hour  make 
me  turn  traitor  to  my  own  good  sense  ?  I  must 
first  hear  what  be  the  nature  of  the  boon  thou 
cravestT' 

"  Nay,  that  were  too  ungracious  dear  uncle  " 
thou  must  even  grant  it  before  thy  curiosity  be 
gratified." 

Cf  So,  so,  ye  Jord  it  prettily  to  night  damsels  ! 
Well,  out  with  this  matter  Jacqueline,  thou 
wilt  be  jealous  if  I  say  thee  nay!" 

"  I  must  have  mine  own  way  and  to  the  very 
letter,  shall  it  not  be  so  uncle  ?"  The  knight 
nodded,  and  smiled  assent.  "  Well  then,  I 
deem  it  necessary  for  the  furtherance  of  our 
plans,  that  no  eaves  dropper  may  have  it  in  his 
power  to  mar  it.  Treachery,  thou  thyself  hast 
acknowledged  hath  been  amongst  us,  how  can 
we  tell  that  it  be  not  so  still  %  At  any  rate  let 
us  run  no  risks,  for  should  the  information  we 
have  gained  be  correct,  it  must  be  of  vital  import- 
ance to  us  ;  and,  until  the  event  be  determined 
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I  would  propose  that  such  as  are  now  present, 
and  are  not  of  our  kith  and  kin,  should  be  kept 
close  prisoners." 

"  Ha!  ha!  ha  !"  shouted  the  knight  with  one 
of  his  exhilarating  laughs,  "  ha  !  ha !  ha  ! — 
De  mieux  en  mieux  !  I  beseech  thee  fair  neice 
who  wouldst  thou  recommend  me  to  kidnap  and 
detain  in  fetters  within  my  stout  prison  walls  ? 
Shall  it  be  my  puissant  little  friend  the  bailli3 
who  fought  on  the  top  of  a  mountain  with  an 
enemy  in  the  valley,— or  my  friend  the  recorder, 
who  handleth  a  quill  better  than  an  arquebuse, — 
or  my  able  accountant,  Le  Chef  Grangier,  who 
wishes  me  to  wage  war  on  our  town's  folk, 
because  they  did  not  bring  the  quintelage  when 
he  held  his  court  yesterday,* — or  yon  valiant 


*  There  is  due  to  the  Crown  on  each  vergee  of  land  in  the 
fief  "  Le  Roi,"  or  Crown  fee,  in  the  town  and  parish  of 
St.  Heleriiis,a  chief  rent  or  quintelage  of  one  quint  aud  a 
half  quint  of  wheat  per  annum.  As  there  are  about  3,250 
vergees  of  land  on  this  fief,  the  total  rent  thus  due  to  the 
ciowu  amounts  to  4-1  quartets  aud  a  fraction,    This  rent  the 
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minstrel,  whose  delicate  hands  love  to  touch  no 

ruder  instrument  than  his  harp,  —  or   my 

but  enough,  sweet  neice,  thou  must  even  de- 
mand somewhat  which  is  more  reasonable. 
These  stout  old  walls  were  built  to  afford  wel- 
come and  hospitality,  not  a  prison  house  and 
prison  fare  to  voluntary  guests  !     Never  shall 


proprietors  of  land  and  houses  on  the  fief  are  bound  annually 
to  place  in  the  hands  of  the  queen's  receiver.  In  order  to 
facilitate  the  collection  thereof  the  fief  is  divided  into  twenty- 
five  districts,  each  comprising  130  vergees,  to  each  of  which 
districts  is  assigned  in  rotation  the  duty  of  collecting  this 
rent  throughout  the  whole  fief.  The  Douzaine  of  the  parish 
who  have  a  list  of  the  proprietors  of  land  on  the  fief,  are 
therefore  annually  called  upon  to  give  a  list  of  the  proprie- 
tor's* of  the  130  vergees  whose  turn  it  is  to  make  the  collec- 
tion. The  person  among  the  proprietors  of  the  130  ver* 
gees  who  has  most  land  is  denominated  *  Chef  G rangier,'  or 
principal  collector  for  the  year,  and  all  the  others  are  called 
his  *  aides/  or  assistants.  The  '  Chef  Grangier  calls  a  meet- 
ing or,  as  it  is  there  termed,  iC  holds  a  court," — (this  rem- 
nant of  feudalism  is  still  in  force  in  the  Channel  Islands,) 
of  all  his  assistants,  at  which  any  member  of  the  meeting 
is  at  liberty  to  say  at  what  charge  to  the  proprietors  of  the 
130  vergees  he  will  agree  to  make  the  collection  of  the  41 
quarters  throughout  the  fief.  The  lowest  bidder,  as  in  a 
Dutch  auction,  is  declared  the  collector  for  the  year. 
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it  be  said  .  .  .  ."  Here  he  was  interrupted  by 
Jacqueline,  who  had  caug-ht  sight  of  du  Bois, 
moving  rapidly  and  stealthily  out  of  the  apart- 
ment. 

'*  Sir  Minstrel,"  she  exclaimed,  "  none  must 
leave  this  hall  for  the  present."  The  knight 
again  indulged  in  a  loud  burst  of  merriment  as 
he  said, 

"  Mes  amis,  did  ye  ever  hear  the  like  ? 
S'death!  we  may  all  shake  in  our  shoes  ;  how 
know  we,  but  she  has  dungeons  in  view  for  us 
all?  Did  ye  ever  witness  such  petticoat  tyranny  ? 
A  very  Margaret  of  Anjou !  How  now  neice  ! 
do  not  push  thine  authority  too  far,  or  we  may 
be  prompted  to  rebel,  as  did  the  subjects  of  our 
ci-devant  queen  I"  Whilst  Sir  Phillip  spoke, 
the  resolute  du  Bois  had  again  moved  forward 
but  Jacqueline  kept  her  eye  steadfastly  fixed  on 
him,  witli  an  expression  that  seemed  to  say, 
"  Stir  another  step,  and  your  past  treachery 
shall  be  made  known."  The  pseudo  minstrel 
bowed  his  head  low  upon  his  breast,  and  with  a 
look  that  penetrated  to  the  inmost  recesses  of 
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her  heart,  reseated  himself  in  silent  acquiescence. 
Jacqueline  with  a  somewhat  unsteady  voice 
then  addressed  her  uncle,  at  the  same  time 
dropping  the  familiar  phraseology  which  he 
loved  her  to  use  towards  him. 

"  You  could  not  be  so  unknightly  as  to  go 
back  from  your  promise  uncle  ?  All  present 
can  bear  me  witness,  that  you  accorded  my 
boon  ere  knowing  the  nature  of  it, — did  he  not 
Messire  de  Rozel  \  did  he  not  dear  Seigneur  of 
Trinite? — in  short,  I  appeal  to  you  all  Messieurs'?" 
All  decided  in  her  favor,  for  all  perceived  that 
there  was  some  foundation  for  her  fears.  "You 
hear  my  good  uncle,"  she  continued,  "  and  I 
shall  not  yield  one  iota  of  my  claims,  besides, 
but  awhile  ago  you  promised  not  to  interfere, 
and  I  now  claim  of  you,  that  these  two  jugglers 
and  the  minstrel  du  Bois,  being  foreigners  and 
aliens,  shall  not  be  permitted  to  quit  the  manor 
under  any  pretext  whatever,  till  the  result  of  our 
embassy  be  known." 

"  Nay   this    is    carrying  the  joke    too    far, 
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Jacqueline,"  said  the  knight,  half  inclined  to  be 
angry,  and  also  dropping  his  patois,  which  he 
always  did  when  displeased.  "  But  if  you  do 
put  this  ridiculous  whim  into  effect,  I  must  any 
how  insist  that  they  have  plenty  of  meat  and 
drink, and  that  you  see  to  their  safe  keeping  your- 
self, for  by  my  halidom,  I  will  not  stir  a  finger 
to  their  let  or  hinderance!" 

"  But  here  is  one  who  will  !  "  exclaimed 
Margaret,  as  Edward  entered,  and^kawing  him 
apart,  she  in  as  few  words  as  possible, explained 
what  had  taken  place  since  he  left.  The  young 
man  fully  entered  into  her  plan,  as  well  as  that 
of  Jacqueline,  and  the  three  individuals  speci- 
fied were,  to  their  unspeakable  mortification, 
and  the  great  amusement  of  the  laughter  loving 
knight,  marched  off  to  apartments  in  the  left 
wing"  of  the  manor. 

The  guests  having  expended  all  their  stock 
of  conjectures  and  speculations,  soon  after  arose 
to  depart,  save  one,  and  that  one  was  the  bailli. 
Lie  had  been  wrought  up  to  so  high  a  pitch  of 
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excitement,  that  his  superstition  would  have 
taken  fright  at  the  sudden  appearance  of  even  a 
mouse  in  his  path  ;  with  a  little  shuffling  gait, 
he  approached  the  mistress  of  the  mansion,  and 
without  ceremony,  told  her,  that  if  he  could  be 
accommodated  with  a  spare  pallet  at  the  manor, 
he  would  not  return  at  that  late  hour  to  disturb 
his  own  friends.  Jacqueline  replied  courteously, 
that  he  could  easily  be  accommodated,  but 
urged  that  his  good  lady  might  be  alarmed  at 
his  staying  a  night  from  home,  at  such  a  peril- 
ous crisis ;  but  the  bailli  at  once  silenced  her, 
by  an  assurance  that  he  had,  on  starting,  pre- 
pared his  dame  for  such  a  possibility.  His 
companions  smiled  knowingly,  as  they  bade  him 
good  night,  shrewdly  suspecting,  as  was  indeed 
the  case,  that  the  bailli  preferred  travelling  by 
day. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

The  manor  was  soon  wrapt  in  total  silence, 
though  some  there  were,  who  sought  not  re- 
pose. Of  that  number  was  the  Norman  maiden. 
She  was  too  wretched,  too  anxious,  to  think  of 
sleep.  With  folded  arm,  and  head  sunk  on  her 
heaving  bosom,  she,  hour  after  hour,  paced  her 
chamber.  The  excitement  which  had  hitherto 
borne  her  up,  had  passed  away,  and  left  a 
chilling  void  of  heart,  a  total  prostration  of 
strength.  She  tried  to  reflect  on  what  she 
had  done, — on  what  might  yet  follow  ;  she  had 
performed  a  duty  she  owed  to  her  uncle  and 
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her  country.  Yet,  had  she  not,  in  all  probabi- 
lity, sealed  the  death  warrant  of  him  she  loved 
with  all  a  woman's  passionate  first  devotion  ! 

Her  limbs,  wearied  with  her  restless  pacings, 
and  her  mind  worn  out  with  the  powerful  ex- 
citement it  had  that  day  undergone,  she  at  length 
sunk  into  a  seat,  in  a  sort  of  stupor,  incapable 
of  further  action  or  thought. 

Sleep  was  gradually  stealing-  over  her  weary 
eyelids,  when  a  sound,  immediately  beneath 
startled  her,  it  was  neither  long  nor  loud, — it  was 
as  of  something  falling,  and  the  vibration  rather 
than  the  weight,  produced  the  sound  she  heard. 
She  passed  a  hand  once  or  twice  mechanically 
across  her  heavy  eyelids,  and  looked  anxiously 
around ,  but  her  lamp  burnt  so  dimly,  she  could 
scarcely  see  to  the  other  end  of  the  apartment* 
She  was  surrounded  by  that  dread  oppressive 
silence,  which  makes  the  hour  of  midnight  so 
solemn  and  awful  to  a  solitary  watcher.  Still  she 
listened.  At  the  end  of  two  or  three  minutes  an 
undecided  sound  arose  ;    it  increased,  yet  was 
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so  ambiguous,  that  she  at  first  attributed  it  to 
rats,  from  which  the  dwelling  was  not  free.  Of 
a  sudden,  the  recollection  that  her  captive 
du  Bois,  was  in  the  chamber  immediately  under 
her  own,  flashed  across  her  mind,  and  awakened 
her  energies.  She  listened  more  attentively, 
and  was  soon  convinced  that  some  one  was 
cautiously  hammering  at  the  wall,  in  the  room 
beneath.  What  was  to  be  done?  If  she 
alarmed  the  household,  and  the  minstrel  was 
detected  in  his  attempt  to  escape,  suspicion  must 
be  awakened,  in  that  case,  she  could  not  answer 
for  his  life. 

Her  uncle,  kind,  good  natured  and  confiding 
in  social  life,  was  when  aroused,  on  discovering 
himself  to  have  been  practised  upon,  fierce  as  a 
lion,  and  inexorable  in  the  execution  of  justice 
upon  the  offending  party.  Jacqueline  possessed, 
as  we  have  before  said,  one  of  those  rare  minds 
which  soars  above  difficulties,  and  derives  a 
stimulus  from  them,  instead  of  bending  supinely 
beneath  their  pressure.     With  a  steady  hand 
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she  took  her  lamp,  and  the  key  of  the  prison 
chamber,  of  which  her  uncle,  with  a  little  ob- 
stinacy, had  insisted  she  should  herself  be  the 
keeper,  and  descended  into  the  hall.  On  first 
entering  it,  she  fancied  that  some  object  moved 
quickly  across  the  further  end.  Nothing 
daunted  however,  she  accelerated  her  own 
movements,and  advanced  in  the  same  direction ; 
but  she  suddenly  started  back,  and  courageous 
as  was  at  all  times  her  stout  heart,  its  audible 
beatings  fell  upon  her  ear,  loud  and  distinct  as 
the  clicking  of  a  clock.  The  light  of  her  lamp 
as  she  advanced,  gleamed  on  a  white  form, 
standing  in  the  deep  recess  of  the  embayed 
window.  But  dimly  seen  in  the  dark  shadows 
which  encircled  it,  the  height  seemed  far  beyond 
that  of  mortal  stature.  Jacqueline,  strange  to 
say,  was  not  free  from  superstition,  and  there 
was  a  tradition  in  her  family,  that  a  gigantic 
white  spectre  always  appeared  to  the  nearest  of 
kin,  the  night  before  the  head  of  it  was  to  be 
removed  bv  death.  With  this  gloomy  character 
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did  she  now  invest  the  spectre-like  being  be- 
fore hei. 

"  My  dear  father !  "  she  murmured,  devoutly 
crossing  her  breast  and  forehead.  The  figure 
turned  slowly  round  from  the  table  at  which  it 
had  been  stationed,  and  advanced  with  measured 
pace  towards  her.  She  shuddered  and  recoiled, 
not  daring  to  lift  her  eyes,  till  a  deep  sonorous 
voice  slowly  pronounced,  "  Fear  not  !  " — Jac- 
queline looked  up— the  light  of  her  lamp  fell  on 
the  pale  wild  features  of  la  Blanche  Vetue, 
and  also  on  the  old  mastiff  of  the  deceased  bard, 
who  was  walking  familiarly  *  by  her  side, 
At  once  gathering  courage  she  prepared  to 
address  the  singular  being  whose  unexpect- 
ed appearance  had  so  startled  her,  but  la 
Blanche,  with  a  silent  wave  of  the  arm,  walked 
away.  Arrived  at  the  door,  she  looked  back  to 
see  if  she  was  followed,  pointed  in  the  direction 
where  du  Bois  was  confined,  passed  her  hand 
over  the  head  of  the  mastiff,  and  disappeared. 
The  infirm,  yet  still  sagacious  animal,  as  if  well 
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aware  that  he  must  follow  her  no  further 
walked  quietly  back  to  his  usual  nightly  and 
daily  resting  place,  a  soft  rug,  in  one  of  the 
huge  chimney  corners. 

Some  minutes  elapsed  ere  Jacqueline  reco- 
vered her  presence  of  mind,  and  bethought  her 
of  watching  the  exit  of  la  Blanche  ;  she  now 
moved  rapidly  in  the  same  direction  ;  paused  at 
the  principal  entrance,  found  it  barred  and 
bolted  as  usual — she  hurried  on  to  the  back 
part  of  the  premises,  but  the  doors  here  also 
were  barricadoed.  Not  a  little  perplexed,  she 
returned  to  the  hall ;  on  passing  the  table  at 
which  la  Blanche  Vetue  had  been  standing,  she 
observed  a  roll  of  parchment  and  a  small  strip 
beside  it.  On  examining  the  latter,  she  found 
these  words  traced  in  larg-e  characters  with  one 
of  the  blackened  embers  fram  the  hearth. 

"  Son  of  the  dead  lady  of  St.  Ouen,  fail  not  ! 
Be  at  the  Bloody  Rock  before  the  moon  !"  She 
then  glanced  at  the  superscription  of  the  roll  of 
parchment,  and  found  it  addressed  to  Louis  of 
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France  !  In  a  moment  the  ligature  was  se- 
vered, and  the  contents  examined, — it  was  the 
dispatch  which  la  Blanche  stated  to  have  been 
sent  to  France,  by  Sir  Pierre  de  Breze,  request- 
ing a  supply  of  men,  ammunition,  and  provi- 
sions from  king  Louis.  Taking  the  precious 
document  with  her,  Jacqueline,  without  further 
loss  of  time,  proceeded  to  the  prisoner's  cham- 
ber. She  listened  attentively  at  the  door  ; 
the  same  cautious  sounds  were  heard  within. 
She  no  longer  doubted,  and  at  once  acted 
the  part  she  had  predetermined  on.  She 
knocked  several  successive  times ;  a  heavy 
footstep  at  length  approached,  the  key  turned 
m  the  lock,  and  the  prisoner  and  his  warder 
confronted  each  other. 

<c  So,  Sir  Minstrel,1'  she  said,  with  a  freezing 
severity  in  her  tone  and  look.  "  So,  Sir  Min- 
strel, thou  wouldst  add  treachery  to  treachery  1 
But  I  charge  ye  by  the  love  and  fidelity 
dost  profess  for  thy  master,  to  desist  from  thy 
present  vain  attempt.     There  is  a  watchful  sen- 
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tinel  beneath  thy  windows,  and  thou  wilt  but 
effect  thy  destruction  instead  of  freedom  I'1 

"  Lady,  T  am  constrained  to  make  concessions 
to  stern  necessity,  which  I  would  not  have 
granted,  even  to  your  commands,  or  to  the  fear 
of  death  ;  I  find,  to  my  sorrow,  that  escape  be 
impossible.  You  lady,  who  know  how  just  a 
claim  to  my  fidelity,  has  the  master  whom  I 
love  and  serve,  you  should  not — forgive  my 
boldness — you  should  not  have  been  the  one  to 
prevent  me  from  fulfilling  my  duty  towards 
him.  If,  sweet  lady,  you  would  condescend  to 
grant  me  my  freedom,  I  will  bind  myself  by 
mine  honour,  and  upon  the  blessed  Cross  of  the 
Redeemer,  not  to  reveal  what  I  have  learnt 
through  la  Blanche  Vctue,  save  to  Sir  JuJien 
himself,  so  as  to  give  him  an  opportunity  of 
detaching  himself  from  de  Breze,  whilst  he  can 
do  it  without  reproach." 

"  Du  Bois,  I  dare  not  trust  thee,  remember 
the  base  treachery  thou  hast  but  this  very 
morning  been  guilty  of  towards  the  master 
Vol  ii  K 
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whom  thou  art  at  present  bound  to  serve; 
Was  it  an  act  worthy  of  ye  to  steal  into  his 
confidence  but  with  a  view  to  betray  him  to  his 
death  ?  Out  upon  thee,  for  so  foul,  so  un- 
generous an  act !  It  hath  cost  a  keen  struggle 
between  my  conscience,  and  my  former  good 
will,  to  refrain  from  denouncing  thee  to  the 
chastisement  thou  deserveth !" 

"  Lady,  you  think  more  severely  of  me  than 
there  be  cause  for  your  doing.  There  was  no 
question  of  good  Sir  Phillip's  death, — nay,  not 
so  much  as  of  a  hair  of  his  head  being  harmed  ! 
Had  there  been  the  smallest  chance  of  loss  of 
life  or  property  occurring  to  him  or  his,  I  had 
not  dared  provoke  the  wrath  of  my  master  by  so 
foul  an  act  of  treachery  towards  the  kinsman 
of — that  is,  towards  one  who  hath  received  and 
treated  me  kindly,  even  if  mine  own  heart  were 
capable  of  such  ingratitude." 

*  How  !  I  do  not  understand  thee  ?  Were 
ye  not  the  instigator  of  the  vile  snare  spread  for 
my  brave,  my  noble  uncle  V 
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"  You  rebuke,  lady,  is  more  harsh  than  my 
conscience  tells  me  I  merit,  though  I  do  now 
bethink  me  that  in  my  over  zeal  for  my  liege 
lord,  I  have  been  somewhat  wanting  towards 
the  one  I  profess  to  serve,  yet,  the  saints  bear 
me  witness,  I  had  but  one  object  at  heart,  the 
happiness  of  my  dear,  my  generous,  young 
master." 

"  This  is  utter  folly  du  Bois  !  How  could 
you  promote  the  happiness  of  your  master  by 
causing  the  death  of  my  worthy  uncle  ? 

"  The  death  lady  !  the  saints  forbid  !  Have 
I  not  already  said  not  a  hair  of  his  head  should 
be  harmed  ?  " 

"  How  !  you  would  thrust  him  into  the  lion's 
den,  and  then  turn  round  calmly  and  say  you 
expected  the  hungry  monster  to  forego  his 
instinct  for  blood  ?  Sir  minstrel,  thou  shouldst 
have  learnt  ere  this,  that  I  am  not  one  whose 
credulity  is  easily  practised  upon !" 

"  Nor  am  I  lady,  given  to  lying,  meanly  as 
you  may  think  of  me.     My  zeal  may  have  be- 

Kl 
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trayed  me  into  an  inconsiderate  act,  but  again  I 
repeat,  T  intentioned  no  evil  to  the  Seigneur  of 
St.  Ouen." 

*'  I  pray  ye  discontinue  to  speak  in  riddles, 
and  tell  me  in  plain  language,  what  ye  have 
done  and   what  it  was  your  intention  not   to 

do  r 

"  Lady,  I  know  not  whether  I  dare  avow  the 
height  of  my  presumption,  but  if  good  intentions 
can  palliate  a  fault,  I  shall  not  despair  of  mine 
being  looked  upon  by  you  with  less  severity. 
Lady,  I  own  that  I  did  give  Sir  Pierre  de  Breze 
notice  of  the  knight's  intention  to  progress  to 
the  lake, — and  I  will  own  moreover,  that  it  was 
no  sudden  scheme,  and  that  I  had  long  watched 
for  an  opportunity  of  placing  him  in  the  hands 
of  Sir  Pierre  de  Breze, — but,  it  was  only  upon 
two  express  conditions,  sworn  to  on  Sir  Pierre's 
part,  and  testified  by  witnesses.  The  first  was, 
that  the  Seigneur  was  only  to  be  detained  pri- 
soner, until  such  time  as  the  Islanders  inveigled 
with  the  threat   of  his  death  should  surrender, 
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on  their  doing*  which,  he  was  to  be  restored  to 
liberty,  and  to  full  enjoyment  of  all  his  posses- 
sions. Nor  did  I  think  he  hardship  I  imposed 
upon  him  a  severe  one,  seeing  how  important 
an  object  was  to  be  gained  by  it.  His  duresse 
I  knew,  would  be  but  of  a  few  day's  duration ; 
—for  think  you  lady,  the  Islanders,  brave  as 
they  be,  would  hold  out  one  single  hour, 
were  he  their  leader,  aye,  their  very  soul,  re- 
moved from  them  ?" 

"  Now  Sir  Minstrel,  by  the  Power  that  made 
me !  thou  art  a  greater  knave,  than  I  had  even 
supposed  !  And  what  I  pray,  was  to  have  been 
thy  reward  for  these  important  services  to 
de  Breze  T 

"  My  master's  happiness,1'  was  the  cool,  but 
firm  reply. 

"  Out  upon  thee  knave !  darest  thou  thus  trifle 
with  my  patience  ?  Darest  thou  insinuate  that 
thy  master  would  participate  in  the  spoils  gained 
by  double  treachery  ?  Go,  knave,  and  traitor 
as  thou  art,  go,  and  on  thy  knees  spend   the 
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few  hours  that  are  left  thee  of  the  night,  in 
prayer  and  repentance,  for  ere  the  noon  day  sun 
hath  passed  the  meridian,  thy  blood  shall  have 
atoned  for  thy  crimes  !"  and  as  Jacqueline 
spoke  she  prepared  to  close  the  door. 

"  Lady !"  replied  du  Bois,  in  a  tone  of  deep 
reproach,  but  without  the  slightest  indication  of 
anger  or  fear,  "  Lady,  you  have  not  yet  heard 
my  second  condition.  —  Thus  it  stood  :  —  Sir 
Pierre  de  Breze,  as  lawful  conqueror  of  the 
Island,  should,  as  share  of  booty  gained  in  war, 
assign  you  to  one  of  his  followers, — namely* 
Sir  Julien  de  Montessy,  and  insist  on  your  be- 
coming his  wife, — thus  bongre,  malgre,  mak- 
ing ye  both  happy  spite  of  yourselves,  and  the 
perverseness  of  your  haughty  sire  !  Say  now 
lady,  do  I  deserve  that  ye  should  betray  me  to 
death  ?  God  is  my  witness,  I  speak  the  truth, 
in  proof  of  which,  here  be  the  document,"  draw- 
ing a  roll  of  parchment  from  his  bosom,  and 
kneeling  to  present  it  to  the  astounded  Jacque- 
line, "  Read  this  fair  lady,  and  you,  will  see  that 
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de  Vierre  hath  not  coined  a  lie,  to  win  your 
pardon."" 

Jacqueline  took  the  parchment,  and  as  she 
glanced  over  its  contents,  the  blood  rushed  to 
her  pale  cheeks  and  brow,  dying-  them  with  a 
brilliant  hectic,  which  rendered  her  beautiful 
countenance  almost  too  dazzling1  to  behold. 
Twice  did  her  lips  part,  but  they  emitted  no 
sound. 

"  Speak  lady,  I  implore,"  said  du  Bois,  fear- 
ing that  her  silence  boded  him  no  good.  "You 
see  that  I  have  spoken  truth,  deign  then,  to 
assure  me  that  ye  will  think  as  lightly  of  my 
presumption  as  ye  can  ?  And  oh  !  I  beseech 
ye  lady,  let  me  warn  Sir  Julien  of  the  danger 
which  threatens  him,  in  common  with  his  coun- 
trymen. You  shall  yourself  judge  of  its  extent. 
De  Breze  is  unprovisioned,  and  what  is  worse, 
unprovided  with  powder  and  small  shot,  by  the 
unlucky  capture  made  at  the  unloading  of  his 
ships — his  dispatch  to  Franco,  that  sorceress 
la  Blanche  Vetue,  stated,  had  been  intercepted, 
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a  fact  of  which,  I  myself  have  no  doubt — una- 
ware of  this,  and  calculating  every  day  upon 
fresh  supplies,  de  Breze  will  see  every  one  of 
his  followers  die  around  him,  rather  than  sur- 
render. Blockaded  by  sea  and  land,  with  his 
force  already  diminished  full  one  third,  death, 
either  by  famine  or  sword,  stares  him  and  his 
followers  in  the  face  ;  and  can  you  lady,  volun- 
tarily consign  to  so  cruel  a  fate,  one  who  hath 
spent  the  young-,  bright  years  of  existence  in 
hopeless  devotion— in  bitter  regrets.   .    ." 

"  Enough,  enough  du  Bois, M  interposed 
Jacqueline,  speaking  with  great  effort,  "  leave 
thy  master's  safety  in  my  keeping ;  as  to  thy- 
self, thou  must  remain  in  imprisonment,  I  could 
not  obtain  thy  liberty  without  entering  into  par- 
ticulars, that  I  prefer  should  be  unexplained,— 
once  more,  I  charge  thee,  make  no  efforts  to 
escape,  they  would  be  useless.1'  Thus  saying* 
she  closed  and  locked  the  door. 
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CHAPTER    X. 

The  twilight  of  a  sunny  eve  was  deepening 
into  the  dark  shades  of  night,  when  the  young" 
heir  of  St.  Ouen,  with  a  lig-ht  step  and  lighter 
heart,  wended  his  way  across  the  dreary  plain 
to  the  Bloody  Rock. 

That  his  thoughts  were  occupied  with  dreams 
of  love,  rather  than  with  reflections  upon  the 
mystery  or  danger  of  the  enterprize  in  which  he 
had  so  readily  engaged,  was  evinced  by  the  te- 
nor of  the  lay  into  which  he  broke  out,  after  hav- 
ing  walked  for  some  minutes  in  silence,  during 
which  his  mind  was  fully  given   up  to  the  ccn- 
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templation  of  a  little  sylph-like  form,  still  pre- 
sent to  his  eye,  whom  he  had  left  looking 
kindly  after  him,  sending  with  his  cousin 
Jacqueline  under  the  massive  and  curiously 
carved  gateway  of  the  manor;  the  said  smiling 
and  indulgent  cousin,  the  only  witness,  saving 
the  two  grim  lions  posted  on  each  side  above 
their  heads,  of  the  warm  parting  kiss  imprinted 
on  the  rosy  lips  of  that  blushing  sylph,  whose 
every  word,  whose  every  look  he  was  now  so 
industriously  recalling  and  storing  up  in  his 
heart,  food  for  the  warmest  and  purest  love, 
that  ever  animated  the  breast  of  man. — "  There 
was  a  tear  in  her  sweet  eye,  though  she  tried 
to  conceal  it "  He  soliloquized,  "  She  need 
not  fear  to  let  me  see  the  extent  of  her  love,  it 
could  never,  never  exceed  that  which  dwelleth 
here,"'  and  he  energetically  placed  his  hand  on 
his  breast,  as  he  spoke,  "  but  she  loves  me,  that 
is  beyond  a  doubt,"  he  resumed.  "  Oh!  I  had 
never  dreamed  that  earth  had  happiness  like  to 
this  !"     He  again  walked  on  in  silence,  lost  in  a 
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delicious  reverie,  till  at  length,  the  tide  of  his 
joyous  young  heart  rushed  out  in  the  quaint 
ballad  of  the  old  poet  Bower.  We  give  it 
in  the  ancient  phraseology  : — 

"  i\mour  est  chose  inerveilleuse 

Dont  nul  porra  avoir  le  droit  certain  : 

Amour  de  soi  est  la  foi  trichereux 

Qui  plus  promet  et  moins  aporte  en  mains ; 

Le  riche  estpauvre,  et  le  courtois  vilain, 

L'epine  est  molle  et  la  rose  ortie, 

En  toutes  errours  l'amour  se  justifie. 

L'amere  est  doulz,  la  doulceur  furieuse, 

Labour  est  aise,  et  le  repos  grevein, 

Le  doel  plesant,  la  seurte  perileuse, 

Le  halt  est  has ;  si  est  le  bas  haltein, 

Quant  Ten  mieulx  guide  avoir,  tout  est  en  vein  • 

Le  ris  en  plour,  le  sens  torne  en  folie, 

En  toutz  errours  l'amour  se  justifie, 

Ore,  est  amour  salvage,  ore  est  soulein, 
N'est  qui  d'amour  poet  dire  la  sotic 
Amour  est  serf,  amour  est  souverein 
En  toutz  errours  amour  se  justifie." 
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As  he  finished  his  ballad,  Edward  came 
within  sight  of  Gros-nez  Castle,  when  some  one 
evidently  on  the  look  out  walked  rapidly  towards 
him. 

"  Ah !  d'Anneville,"  he  exclaimed  joyously, 
*  is  it  thou  ?  Now  1  gage  my  good  steed,  Runa, 
that  thou  art  moping  here  alone,  holding  com- 
munion with  dead  sages,  or  rather,  their  (to  me) 
dead  sciences,  disdaining  one  thought  towards 
we  poor  benighted  mortals  whom  the  darkness 
of  ignorance  enshrouds !  I  would  that  thou 
hadst,  like  me,  some  little,  witching,  smiling 
fairy,  to  lure  thee  from  thy  gloomy  contempla- 
tions ! "  Edward  had  scarce  given  utterance  to 
his  heedless  raillery,  ere  he  repented  of  it. 
In  the  fullness  of  his  joy,  it  had  never  once 
occurred  to  him,  that  he,  at  no  very  distant 
period,  looked  on  d'Anneville  in  the  light  of  a 
rival.  This  forgetfulness  proceeded  less  from 
the  selfishness  which  complete  happiness  so 
often  engenders,  than  from  the  conduct  of 
d'Anneville  himself,  from  whom  not  a  word, — 
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look— or  sigh  escaped,  that  could  awaken  sus- 
picion that  his  heart  had  ever  cherished  any 
warmer  sentiment  than  that  of  friendship,  which 
he  now  so  unscrupulously  manifested  towards 
the  betrothed  of  his  friend  Edward.  In  this  in- 
stance, however,  he  was  either  taken  by  surprise, 
or  his  mind  was  more  than  usually  depressed 
by  that  feeling  of  loneliness,  that  aching-  void, 
in  which,  as  we  have  already  said,  his  nature, 
exalted  as  it  was,  was  too  prone  to  indulge ; 
but  certain  it  is,  Edward's  thoughts  now  for  the 
first  time  since  his  avowed  and  accepted  attach- 
ment to  Margaret,  recurred  to  the  so  generally 
known  fact,  that  d'Anneville  had  also  loved  her. 

The  bitter  sigh,  so  suddenly  checked,  smote 
upon  young  de  Carteret's  heart  not  less  than  the 
words  which  followed,  and  which  were  pro- 
nounced in  a  tone  of  subdued  but  unmistakeable 
sadness. 

"  Alas!  Edward,  thy  wish  is  vain  ;  it  faileth 
to  the  lot  of  few  mortals  to  be  as  blest  as  thou 
art. — it  can  never  fall  to  mine !  " 
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V  And  wherefore  should  it  not,  d'Anneville  ? 
with  thy  rare  acquirements  and  inestimable  qua- 
lities, happiness  must  surely  be  within  thy  own 
reach — if  thou  art  not  happy,  God  wot,  I  know 
not  who  might  look  to  be  ! " 

"  Thou  art  right,  Edward,  happiness  is 
within  the  reach  of  all,"  resumed  d'Anneville 
more  cheerfully,  ''and  thou  shalt  see  that  J  too 
can  be  happy,  were  it  but  in  beholding  the 
happiness  of  friends,  so  inexpressibly  valued  as 
thou  and  thy  fair  Margaret.  And  yet,  I'll  be 
sworn,  thou  wouldest  laugh,  didst  thou  know 
of  the  plans  I  have  laid  down  for  the  future. 
Come,  thou  shalt  have  the  programme  as  we 
walk  along  towards  thy  place  of  destination,11 
he  passed  his  arm  gaily  through  that  of  his 
companion,  and  thus  resumed — "  First  know  that 
I  have  renounced  all  thoughts  of  matrimony, 
and  that  I  purpose  devoting  my  days  to  the  pur- 
suit of  learning,  it  hath  ever  been  an  engrossing 
passion  with  me,  but  I  do  not  purpose  that  it 
shall  henceforth  be  a  selfish  one  ! — though  per- 
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chance,  the  world  may  deride  the  feeling  that 
prompted  me  to  turn  author  as  idle  vanity,  it 
shall  not  deter  me  from  presenting  the  result 
of  my  researches  in  the  intricate  paths  of  science 
to  its  consideration, — but  enow  of  this,  let  us 
look  more  immediately  at  home,  for  here  too, 
I  indulge  chimeras,  but  with  a  still  fonder  hope 
of  their  proving  realities.  I  overleap  a  few 
years;  I  see  thee  now  so  young",  so  thoughtless. 
— a  steady,  sober,  but  most  happy  Benedict, 
and  thy  fair,  youthful  Margaret,  a  smiling  loving 
mother.  I  hear  thy  children  prattling  around 
us — calling  thee  by  the  endearing  name  of 
father— me  by  the  respectable  one  of  dominie  ! 
Now  laugh  if  thou  wilt,  but  I  mean  to  constitute 
myself  the  instructor  of  a  new  race  of  de  Carte- 
rets,  for  whom,  as  well  as  for  the  world  at  large, 
science  will  become  a  thing  better  understood 
and  more  desired  !  Come  another  generation, 
learning  will  no  long-er  be  shut  up  within  our 
gloomy  cloisters  and  colleges,  or  within  the  ar- 
dent breasts  of  a  heaven-gifted  few,   nor  will  it 
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be  stigmatized  as  witchery,  madness,  folly; — 
exciting1  a  smile,  or  provoking  the  stake;  but 
it  will  diffuse  itself,  like  the  blessed  Gospel,  gra- 
dually over  the  world,  till,  next  to  religion,  it 
becomes  the  one  thing  needful  for  all — but  thou 
art  already  quaking  at  the  apprehension  of  one 
of  my  long  speeches  a  la  Demosthenes  as  thou 
art  pleased  to  term  them ;  so  here  I  pause." 

•*  Nay,  thou  art  mistaken,''  replied  Edward, 
who  had  somewhat  abruptly  accelerated  his 
pace  and  impelled  his  friend  forward,  "  but 
seest  thou  that  silvery  streak  in  the  horizon  ? 
I  would  not  be  behindhand  in  my  appointment, 
though  if  truth  be  told,  I  could  list  to  thee  on 
such  a  subject  for  ever,  d'Anneville,  what  do  I 
not  owe  to  the  friendship  that  can  thus  lose 
sight  of  its  own  happiness  in  mine  !  If  heaven 
should  so  bless  my  union  with  my  dear  Marga- 
ret, what  an  additional  motive  for  thankfulness 
shall  we  not  have  in  the  possession  of  thy  friend- 
ship. Yes,  be  thou,  if  thou  so  will  it,  (he 
instructor  of  our  children,  promise  but  to  do  thy 
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best  to  teach  them  to  resemble  thee  in  all 
things.  I  would  not  ask  of  heaven  a  greater 
boon  for  them  !  " 

"  I  thank  thee  Edward,  I  thank  thee!  I  no 
longer  feel  that  I  stand  alone  in  the  world  ! " 

"  And  wherefore  shouldst  thou  have  ever  felt 
thus  my  friend  1  Have  I  not  a  thousand  times 
said,  that  even  wert  thou  my  brother,  my  regard 
could  not  be  stronger  than  it  is.1' 

"  True,  and  I  believe  it,  yet  thou  wert  not 
always  candid  with  me  Edward.  There  was  a 
time  when  thy  regard  well  nigh  turned  to  hate. 
— when  thou  deemed  me  capable  of  framing  my 
happiness  on  the  wreck  of  thine  !  " 

"  I  was  wrong  d'Anneville,  I  was  ungene- 
rous— unjust — yet  not  to  the  extent  thou  dost 
imagine,  I  blamed  not  thee,  but  the  foolish  re- 
serve which  had  withheld  me  from  comrauni" 
eating  my  love  for  Margaret,  and  I  did  thee  the 
justice  to  believe  thou  wert,  as  well  as  every 
one  else,  ignorant  of  my  attachment.  What  a 
mind  is  thine!  or   rather  what  a  mastery  hast 
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thou  gained  over  it.  I  might  have  resigned 
Margaret,  but  T  should  have  hated  thee,  and 
still  loved  her.  How  great  a  moral  disparity 
there  exists  between  us !  " 

"  The  disparity  in  this  instance  is  not  so  great 
either,  there  is  but  a  little  negative  more  to  be 
employed  on  my  side — I  do  not  hate  thee, — 
and  I  still  love  thy  Margaret." 

"How,"  exclaimed  Edward, half  withdrawing 
his  arm  and  looking  his  friend  full  in  the  face  ; 
d'Anneville  smiled  calmly. 

"Edward  dost  thou  not  love  thy  cousin  Jac- 
queline ?  " 

"  Aye,  do  I  most  tenderly." 

"And  dost  thou  think  I  cannot  thus  love 
Margaret]" 

"  I  understand — forgive  me  d'Anneville.  I 
beseech  thee  love  her  ever  thus; — yes,  thou 
shalt  see  that  I  am  not  altogether  unworthy  thy 
disinterested  friendship  !  My  heart,  my  hearth, 
will  evermore  be  as  open  to  thee  as  though  the 
same  blood  ran  in  our  veins !  "      Edward  spoke 
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with  the  genuine  enthusiasm  of  youth;  the  ge- 
nerous confidence  of  a  guileless  nature,  and  felt 
all,  and  more  than  he  expressed. 

"Noble, — generous  fellow  !  " — ejaculated 
d'Anneville  with  a  burst  of  enthusiasm,  "  'tis 
what  I  expected  of  thee,  and  well  am  I  rewarded 
for  a  brief  moment  of  uneasiness.  Thou  dost 
not,  in  the  goodness  and  inexperience  of  thy 
heart,  comprehend  one  half  the  extent  of  thy 
own  generosity.  Edward,  may  thy  nature  ever 
remain  unsuspicious  as  it  is  now.  The  know- 
ledge of  the  world  thou  hast  so  oft  coveted,  the 
desire  thou  hast  so  oft  expressed  to  mingle  in 
the  stirring  scenes  of  courts  and  camps  and  far 
famed  chivalry,  would  be  purchased  at  a  great 
penalty.  Hadst  thou  mingled  in  these  scenes 
but  even  as  much  as  I  have  done,  thou  wouldst 
mayhap  have  now  acted  otherwise,  thou  wouldst 
have  mistrusted  me — but,  thank  thy  stars,  thou 
hast  not  paid  the  price  of  experience — canker- 
ing suspicion." 

"  The   world  must  be  an  evil  world  indeed, 
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that  could  tempt  me  to  mistrust  thy  friendship, 
d'Anneville,  never  let  the  word  be  named  be- 
twixt us." 

"  Its  signification,  I  pray  God,  will  ne'er  be 
felt,"  said  d'Anneville  earnestly. 

"  Amen !  "  rejoined  Edward,  "  and  may  the 
picture,  thou  hast  so  glowingly  painted,  become 
a  living  one.  When  I  am  a  happy  Benedict 
I  shall,  God  wot,  lose  all  the  longing  of  which 
thou  hast  accused  me,  for  a  wider  field  of  action 
than  presents  this  our  quiet  nook  of  earth.  And 
even  if  domestic  felicity  failed,  thy  oft  repeated 
denunciations  of  the  lying  deceit  and  vanities  of 
the  great  world,  would  quench  a  more  ardent 
desire  than  mine  to  explore  its  wonders,  and 
mix  with  the  actors  in  it ;  and  yet  meseems 
d'Anneville,  thou  art  over  harsh  in  thy  judg- 
ment. Its  vices  cannot  be  so  pestiferous  as  to 
contaminate  those  who  merely  content  them- 
selves with  looking  on,  or  who,  perchance, 
mingling  in  the  vortex  with  eyes  open,  see  its 
shoals  and  rocks,  but  skillfully  avoid  them  811." 
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"  Hundreds  have  reasoned  thus,  Edward,  and 
yet  have  fallen,  fallen  in  the  very  pride  of  heart 
which  prompted  them  to  court  temptation,  and 
scoff  at  the  idea  of  contamination  ! — Hast  thou 
ever  remarked  a  pure,  sparkling-,  little  river 
gliding  peaceably  through  its  native  valley,  till 
it  finally  reaches  some  mighty  stream,  muddy 
and  turbulent,  yet,  imposing  in  its  course,  into 
which  it  comes  pouring  down  with  spirited  ve- 
locity ?  Carried  along  by  its  heedless  buoy- 
ancy, it  cuts  a  passage  through  the  coarser 
stream,  for  a  while  preserving  its  pure  unsullied 
lustre,  as  if  proudly  defying  contamination,  till 
it  gradually  slackens  its  proud  course.  One 
little  inroad,  then  another,  and  the  mightier 
stream  prevaileth — its  brightness  is  first  tar- 
nished, then  altogether  lost !  The  pellucid  and 
the  muddy  stream  form  one  !  Thus  it  is  with 
inexperienced  youth  when  first  launched  into 
the  broad  muddy  stream  of  vice,  for  awhile  he 
pursueth  a  separate  course,  disdaining  to  mingle 
with  the  grosser  scenes  which  shock  his  inex- 
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perience ;  by  degrees,  these  scenes  become 
familiar— they  are  no  longer  loathed,  the  tyro 
pauseth, — looks  on  less  disapprovingly — they 
assume  a  less  revolting  aspect — one,  more 
smiling  than  the  rest  allures.  He  is  tempted  to 
sip  from  the  brimming  goblets  every  where  held 
out  to  him  5  poison  lurks  only  in  their  dregs  ! — 
by  his  sparing  draught  he  will  avoid  it  and  still 
soar  above  the  degraded  herd,  whose  turpitude 
shocked  him  on  his  outset.  Virtue,  his  first 
guide,  is  dismissed  for  one  more  lenient, '  mode- 
ration,' till,  by  degrees  *  moderation  '  becomes 
an  over  strict  monitor,  and  is  dismissed  for  '  in- 
dulgence.1 The  gradations  then  become  more 
rapid.  'Folly1  succeedeth  '  indulgence ,  and 
*  vice'  to  Tolly  ' — the  tyro  and  the  guide  unite 
in  one,  and  are  lost  amidst  the  turbulent  waves  of 
the  same  muddy  stream.  That  no  exceptions  may 
be  found,  would  be  unjust  to  assert,  but  the  ex- 
amples so  marvellously  preponderate,  that  I  can 
only  say,  most  wise  is  he,  who  makes  not  too 
great  a  trial  of  his  strength." 
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"  To  which,  all  who  ever  list  to  thy  eloquence, 
d'Anneville,  must  of  a  surety  give  hearty  assent. 
God  wot,  thou  hast  thrown  an  ocean  of  cold 
water  upon  my  warm  desire  for  a  sight  of  the 
great  world.  Twere  strange  if  it  should  ever 
chance  to  rekindle !  but  here,  though  loathe, 
we  must  part.  Yon  is  my  trysting  stone," 
pointing  to  a  huge  mass  of  rocks,  whitened  by 
time  and  the  sunbeams,  "  I  must  not  provoke 
the  wrath  of  our  mysterious  protectress  by  suf- 
fering thee  to  bear  me  company  further." 

"  True,  it  is  time  we  part,  and  time  that  I 
should  tell  thee  why  I  lay  wait  for  thee  on  thy 
way  hither.  Edward,  thou  must  not  thwart  my 
purpose;  I  mean  to  progress  on  this  strange 
mission,  thou  wilt  not  fear  to  trust  the  execution 
of  it  to  me  1 

"  And  what  can  be  thy  motive  d'Anneville  1 " 

"  Motive  ! — perhaps  a  whimsical  one  !  —  How 
knowest  thou  but  I  am  jealous  of  thy  enjoying 
the  honour  of  its  success  ?  Come,  thou  hast 
shewn  off  thy  bravery  so  unsparingly  of  late, 
thou  may  est  leave  this  poor  chance  to  me." 
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"  Nay,  this  will  not  serve  thy  turn  ;  thou  hast 
some  other  motive.  A  mission  of  which  a  child 
might  acquit  itself  is  not  worth  the  honor  of 
being-  contested." 

"  Then  wilt  thou,  without  further  scruple, 
relinquish  it  to  me." 

"  That  can  I  not  in  common  courtesy  to  my 
lady  love,  since  she  hath  been  pleased  to  ap- 
point me  to  it." 

"  But  I  will  hereafter  assign  such  good  reason 
to  her,  that  she  shall  gladly  excuse  thy  disobe- 
dience." 

"D'Anneville,  I  see  thou  hast  some  vague 
apprehension  of  danger  or  treachery,  be  it  not 
so?" 

"  Since  thou  insistest,  I  have  ;  and  I  will  in  a 
few  words  tell  thee  wherefore.  I  mistrust  this 
mysterious  beldame,  maugre  her  show  of  friend- 
liness towards  us  ;  twice  previous  to  the  landing 
of  our  invaders,  I  saw  the  renegade,  le  Boutil* 
lier,  in  communion  with  her,  and  I  doubt  not 
'twas  from  her  hands  he  received  the  death  po- 
tions of  the  sentinels.     I   have  seen  her  too  of 
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late  lurking  much  about  the  Fortress !  Edward 
mark  me,  she  plays  a  double  part,  favoring-  us 
and  abetting"  our  foes,  as  best  serves  her  pur- 
pose, and  in  this  mysterious,  nocturnal  mission, 
lieth  hid  some  dark  snare  which  we  cannot 
fathom ." 

"  But  the  intercepted  dispatch,  my  father 
shewed  it  to  thee  this  morning,  doth  that  not 
sufficiently  attest  her  veracity." 

u  On  the  contrary,  to  me  it  hath  seemed  the 
strongest  proof  of  design  and  connivance.  That 
dispatch  must  have  been  given  her  by  de 
Breze  himself,  unless  thou  wilt  stoop  to  believe 
her  capable  of  working  a  miracle  to  subtract  it 
from  those  to  whom  it  was  entrusted.  Had  the 
vessel  which  took  over  his  emissary  to  France 
been  captured  by  one  of  ours,  or  an  English 
one,  and  the  dispatch  thus  have  fallen  into  our 
hands,  we  might  have  placed  faith  in  it,  but 
coming,  as  it  does,  mysteriously  through  her, 
no  reliance  can  be  placed  on  it.  How  indeed 
should  it  reach  her,  shut  up  as  she  is,  as  well  as 

VOL  il  L 
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us,  from  all  communication  without'?  I  have 
marvelled  much  that  such  incongruities  es- 
caped the  quick  penetration  of  thy  father." 

"There  is  much  seeming  reason  in  what  ye 
urge,"  replied  Edward  thoughtfully,  "  but  I  am 
not  the  less  inclined  to  put  faith  in  the  good 
intentions  of  la  Blanche  Vetue ;  she  may  have 
been  herself  deceived,  but  of  this  I  am  certain, 
she  meaneth  well  towards  us,  and  I  will  not  let 
her  think  that  1  doubt  her,  so  farewell  d'Anne- 
ville,"  and  the  young  de  Carteret,  shaking  him 
by  the  hand  as  he  spoke,  turned  to  depart. 

"  Not  so  fast,  Edward,  I  gave  thee  my  rea- 
sons on  the  express  condition  that  thou  shoulds* 
resign  thy  mission  into  my  hands ;  return  thou 
to  the  manor,  and  if  good  is  to  result  from  this 
mystery,  it  shall  be  as  expeditiously  recounted 
there  as  though  thou  badst  gone  thyself." 

"  And  wherefore  upon  the  grounds  thou  hast 
urged,  shouldest  thou,  d'Anneville,  venture  on 
this  expedition  rather  than  myself?  Thou  wilt 
not  incur  less  risk  than  I  should.'1 


THE  FORTRESS  219 

"  But  I  should  entail  less  misery  by  my  death 
than  thou  wouldst  in  thine.  There  is  many  a 
loving  heart  to  mourn  for  thee, — whilst  for  me, 
no  eye  would  shed  a  tear,  save  thine,  and  that 
tear  would  soon  be  wiped  away  by  the  caressing 
hand  of  love !  Edward,  yield  to  my  request,  if 
not  for  my  sake,  let  it  be  for  that  of  thy  Mar- 
garet]" Edward  grasped  his  friend's  hand 
warmly;  for  a  moment,  he  was  unable  to  speak, 
and  it  was  with  a  voice  subdued  by  emotion  he 
at  length  said, 

"  Every  word  thou  hast  uttered  but  renders  it 
more  impossible  that  I  should  yield  to  thy  ge- 
nerous request !  But  trust  me,"  he  added 
more  gaily,  "  I  have  no  fears  for  myself,  so 
have  thou  none  for  me, — farewell !"  and  he 
darted  off,  ere  d'Anneville  could  prevent  him, 
and  though  he  heard  himself  loudly  and  entreat- 
ingly  called  after,  he  forbore  even  to  turn  his 
head,  or  slacken  his  pace,  till  he  stood  fearlessly 
on  the  spot  so  shunned  and  dreaded.  He 
glanced  into  the  dark  mouth  of  the  caverns  and 
l  1 
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pronounced  the  name  of  la  Blanche  Vetue.  A 
pale  blue  light  instantly  shot  up  in  the  interior 
of  the  dismal  recess,  and  was  again  succeeded 
by  intense  darkness,  but  the  strange  being  he 
evpected  to  meet,  did  not  come  forth. 

Spite  of  himself,  Edward  felt  a  chilling  sensa- 
tion of  awe  creep  over  him,  and  his  mind  invo- 
luntarily reverted  to  the  fearful  deeds  of  blood 
which  had  there  been  perpetrated,  and  which 
seemed  to  have  brought  a   curse  upon  the  spot 
and  its  vicinity.     Not  a  sign  of  vegetation  could 
be  seen  around,  not  a  sound  of  life  be  heard  ; 
the  very  birds  of  the  air  shunned   the  guilty 
haunt,  nor  insect,   nor  reptile  crawled  over  the 
blood-stained  ground, — sounds  there  were,  but 
such  as   seemed  the   discoursing  of  voiceless 
things — the  moanings  of  unblest  spirits,  hover- 
ing about  the  dark  precincts  whence  they  had 
been  rudely  ejected  from    their   mortal   tene- 
ments, ere  the  evil  deeds  therein  committed, 
had  been  repented  of  and  atoned  for.     The  sea 
sent  up  a  hoarse,  hollow   murmur,  as  it  rolled 
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heavily  into  the  caverned  recesses  of  the  beach 
some  hundred  feet  below,  and  the  wind,  which 
even  in  summer,  swept  with  a  rude  breath 
over  the  projecting  headland,  which  received  it, 
come  from  what  quarter  it  would,  seemed  to 
amuse  itself  in  eddying  round  the  beetling  brow 
of  the  crag,  and  moaning  fitfully  through  its  nu- 
merous crevices.  Within  the  cave  where  the 
unhappy  fugitives,  mostly  old  men,  women,  and 
children,  had  been  discovered,  and  one  after 
another  slaughtered  by  the  ruthless  pirates,  was 
heard  a  continued  monotonous  sound,  not  unlike 
the  loud,  regular  ticking  of  a  clock,  occasioned 
by  the  dripping  of  moisture  from  the  roof  into  a 
pool,  which  had  gradually  worn  for  itself  the 
smooth  circular  basin  into  which  it  fell.  This 
pool,  according  to  the  superstitious  belief  of  the 
ignorant,  never  increased  or  diminished  in  quan- 
tity. It  was  in  vain  to  try  to  empty  it,  or  to 
pour  in  a  fresh  supply, — it  never  overflowed, — 
never  became  dry.  The  rock  still  wept  its  big 
round  tear  over  the  manes  of  the  slaughtered— 
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the  dead  watch  never  ceased,  and  the  waitings  of 
disembodied  spirits  were  never  hushed !  AN 
this,  with  a  hundred  other  supernatural  sights 
and  sounds,  was  recounted  and  believed  of  the 
Bloody  Rock,  till  it  became  a  word  at  which 
even  children  looked  aghast. 

All  these  wild,  mournful  sounds,  Edward  now 
heard,  and  he  wondered  not  that  the  readily  im- 
pressed minds  of  the  ignorant  should  have  so 
fully  yielded  to  the  superstitious  feelings  they 
were  calculated  to  inspire.  As  to  himself,  the 
first  shudder  of  horror  for  the  fate  of  the  un- 
happy ones,  who  had  there  met  their  merciless 
fate,  once  passed,  a  feeling  of  romance  sprung 
up  in  his  young,  hardy  mind  ;  and,  as  he  leant 
against  the  sides  of  the  rock,  and  contemplated 
the  silvery  crescent  which  was  bursting  through 
a  slight  veil  of  mist,  he  indulged  in  all  the 
wild,  fantastic  speculations  of  a  true  knight- 
errant.  La  Blanche  Vetue,  and  his  present  mis- 
sion, were  absorbed  in  the  chimeras  of  his  ex- 
cited imagination, — and   even  the  valiant  Don 
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Quixote  never  planned  deeds  of  more  knightly 
chivalry  than  he  now  did !  How  long  this  for- 
getfulness  might  have  lasted  is  uncertain,  had 
he  not  been  aroused  from  it  by  the  sudden  ap- 
pearance of  a  blue  flame,  which  passed  over  his 
left  shoulder,  quivered  before  his  eyes  for  a  mo- 
ment, then  shot  up  into  the  grey  sky  and  disap- 
peared. A  suppressed  laugh,  which  seemed 
like  nothing  earthly,  followed.  It  evidently 
issued  from  the  cave,  and  as  he  turned  quickly 
round  to  face  the  opening,  he  saw  the  tall  ghost- 
like form  of  la  Blanche  Vetue  advancing,  but 
from  an  opposite  direction, — she  addressed  him 
with  a  look  of  indignant  scorn, 

"  Edward  St.  Ouen,  thou  hast  infringed  the 
conditions  upon  which  my  aid  was  promised.  I 
had  not  looked  for  pusillanimity  in  thee  !  Go, 
return  to  thy  hearth,  to  thy  brave,  but  wilful 
sire ;  tell  him  from  la  Blanche  Vetue,  that  ere 
long,  his  active  limbs  will  be  fettered  by  chains 
which  his  obstinacy  has  forged,  his  gallant 
spirit  quenched  in  the  endless  captivity  to  which 
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his  prkle  consigns  him !  Thou,  too,  Edward 
St.  Ouen,  when  thou  seest  the  fair  loving  thing- 
thou  trustest  to  call  thy  wife  \  when,  I  say,  thou 
seest  her  struggling  in  the  arms  of  some  ruthless 
captor,  calling  vainly  on  thy  name  for  protec- 
tion,— when  thou  feelest  thy  young,  burning 
heart,  palpitate  beneath  the  murderous  blade, — 
then  Edward  St.  Ouen,  accuse  thy  want  of  faith 
in  one  who  had  the  power,  and  the  will,  to  save 
thee  from  these  horrors  !  Go !  go  !n  she  added, 
wildly  flinging  her  arms  in  the  air,  and  raising 
her  voice  to  its  utmost  pitch,  "  Go,  Edward  St. 
Ouen,  and  with  thy  own  wilfulness  prepare  a 
holiday  for  the  dark  spirits  of  mischief  who 
weave  their  net  around  thee,  and  already  exult 
in  the  prospect  of  beholding  thy  helpless  strug- 
gles !  of  listening  to  thy  bitter  cries  of  agony  ! 
Oh,  they  will  mock  thee  with  their  fiendish 
laugh,  and  dance  to  each  shrill  sound  of  woe,  as 
to  a  music  which  they  love  !  Go !  go !  Thou  art 
not  the  first,  nor  shalt  thou  be  the  last  to  feed 
their  hellish  joy !"     As  she  ceased,   the  same 
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wild,  unearthly  laugh,  but  longer  and  louder, 
re-echoed  through  the  cave,  and  a  sheet  of  va- 
riegated flame  poured  out  from  its  broad  mouth. 
An  icy  thrill  ran  through  the  veins  of  the  young 
man ;  he  fancied  he  saw  the  horrible  scene  la 
Blanche  had  described,  passing  before  his  eyes. 
He  tried  to  speak,  but  his  tongue  clang  to  the 
roof  of  his  mouth. 

La  Blanche  Vetue  moved  slowly  away,  and 
and  as  the  reflection  of  the  light  issuing  from 
the  cave  fell  on  her  retreating  form,  she  looked 
like  one  of  the  malignant  spirits  to  which  she 
had  made  allusion.  Edward  rapidly  pursued  and 
seized  her  by  the  arm.  La  Blanche  shook  off 
his  grasp,  and  said  sternly  ; 

u  Weak  boy,  what  wouldst  thou  V 

"  Fulfil  the  promise  which  was  given  in  my 
name.1' 

"As  professing  Christians  do  that  entered  into 
by  their  sponsors  !"  and  la  Blanche  uttered  a 
low  suppressed  laugh,  which,  thrilling  as  it  was, 
had  nothing  of  resemblance  to  that  which  had 
issued  from  the  cave. 
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"  What  mean  ye,  la  Blanche  1  Am  I  enticed 
hither  but  that  ye  may  play  off  the  cunningly 
devised  tricks  which  impose  upon  the  vulgar  1 
If  so,  know  that  your  purpose  hath  failed  !  Did 
ye  conjure  up  a  thousand  devils  around  me, 
'twould  be  in  vain  ;  I  would  face  them  as  un- 
flinchingly as  I  now  do  thee." 

"  Yet  with  all  thy  boasted  courage,  how  little 
hast  thou  shewn  !  Thou  wouldst  unflinchingly 
face  a  thousand  devils,  and  thou,  fearest  to 
stand  before  an  old,  time-bent,  care-worn,  wo- 
man !"  and  again  she  laughed  aloud. 

"  By  God's  death  !  'tis  beyond  bearing  !"  ex- 
claimed Edward,  all  his  mettle  aroused,  "  j 
tell  ye,  woman,  I  have  obeyed  your  summons, 
I  have  fulfilled  a  part,  and  am  ready  to  fulfil  the 
remainder  of  your  conditions! — will  you,  or  will 
you  not  keep  your  engagement  ?  I  am  no 
chicken-hearted  boy,  to  be  trifled  with  ! ' 

"  Nor  I  a  weak,  drivelling,  old  hag,  to  be 
easily  imposed  upon  !  Thinkest  thou  I  wot  not 
that  he  who  bore  thee  company  hither,  is  yonder 
watching  our  proceedings,  with  a  hand  upon  his 
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steel,  ready  at  thy  call  to  plunge  it  into  a  weak, 
withered  frame,  that  hath  a  hundred  times  es- 
caped both  sword  and  fag-got !  Go  to,  Edward 
St.  Ouen,  go  to  ! — the  son  of  so  good  a  mother 
should  not  be  cursed  with  lying  lips  !" 

"Now,  God  give  me  patience!  I  tell  thee, 
La  Bfanche,  rather  than  my  tongue  should 
utter  a  lie,  I  would  bite  it  off  and  spit  it  out 
before  thee  ! "  The  old  woman  laughed  scorn- 
fully. 

66  Follow  !"  she  said,  and  again  darted  for- 
ward at  a  pace  which  kept  Edward,  young  and 
active  as  he  was,  at  his  best  speed.  She  paused 
as  they  came  in  sight  of  three  irregular  rocky 
mounds.  Down  the  side  of  the  centre  one,  a 
dark  figure  was  seen,  by  the  pale  moonlight, 
cautiously  gliding.  La  Blanche  Vetue  stretched 
her  gaunt  hand  towards  the  object,  and  with  a 
low  inward  chuckle  exclaimed. 

i(  Art  thou  ready  to  bite  oft' thy  tongue  now 
Edward  St.  Ouen?  Knowest  thou  he  who 
steals  away  yonder  ?  " 
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"In  troth,  no,  good  mother  !  Twere  strange 
J  did." 

"  Edward  St.  Ouen,  think  not  to  deceive  me. 
Call  by  name  on  him  who  bore  thee  company 
hither.'1 

"  Ha  !"  exclaimed  the  young  man,  the  truth 
flashing*  across  his  mind.  "  Holloa  there! — 
d'Anneville,  d'Annevilie!"  The  same  dark  fi- 
gure darted  from  the  shade  of  the  rock  ;  a  few 
rapid  strides  brought  the  seigneur  d'Annevilie 
with  drawn  sword  to  their  side,  exclaiming. 

"Edward!  Edward!  art  thou  escaped  from 
these  devilries,  I  am  here  to  defend  or  die  with 
thee !  " 

"  Thou  art  here  to  prove  him  double  hearted 
like  his  fellow  men — thou  art  here  to  bring 
about  his  destruction  and  thine  own  !  "  vocife- 
rated la  Blanche.  "Thou  dost  profess  to  be  his 
friend,  Julien  d'Anneville,  1  tell  thee  thou  wilt 
be  his  murderer  !  " 

"  God  forbid,  I  would  rather  be  mine  own.'" 

"  Alack  !    thou    wilt  be  both  "    muttered   la 
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Blanche  mournfully,  and  turned  away.  Again 
Edward  interposed.  An  overwhelming  convic- 
tion that  the  happiness,  nay,  the  lives  of  all  he 
loved,  hung  upon  that  moment  seized  his  mind 
and  there  was  an  impressive  earnestness  in  his 
manner  as  he  invoked  her  in  the  name  of  his 
dead  mother  to  believe  that  he  knew  not  of  his 
friend's  vicinity,  that  disarmed  la  Blanche's  in- 
dignation. 

"  'Tis  well,"  she  resumed,  "  Edward  St.  Ou- 
en  I  believe  thee  for  that  mother's  sake.  And 
now  be  speedy ;  first  bid  thy  over-zealous 
friend  swear  to  return  to  Gros-nez,  without  look- 
ing either  to  the  left  hand  or  to  the  right,  and 
do  thou  follow  me." 

"  'Twill  be  useless — I  will  not  quit  him  !  " 
said  d'Anneville.  "  La  Blanche,  1  seek  not  to 
disguise  it,  I  mistrust  thee;  but  if  thou  wilt  let 
me  bear  him  company,  I  will  swear  obedience 
to  thy  dictates,  and  eternal  secrecy  of  what  may 
Lefal." 

"  The   stars   do   not   permit   it,"    replied    la 
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Blanche  in  a  softened  voice,  as  though  touched 
by  this  strong  proof  of  friendship,  "  it  is  decreed 
that  Edward  St.  Ouen  go  alone  or  go  not  at  all." 

'•  Then  goes  he  not  at  all !  "  resumed  d'Anne- 
ville,  "  there  he  reasons  which  touch  thee  not, 
which  thou  canst  not  understand,  why  he  should 
not  go — but  I,  his  friend,  his  brother-in-arms, 
will  be  his  most  faithful  substitute.  La  Blanche, 
if  thou  wouldest  bind  me  to  thee  by  everlasting 
gratitude,  and  have  me  renounce  all  the  evil  I 
have  thought  of  thee,  command  him  to  return* 
and  leave  me  to  do  his  mission." 

"  Answer  me  first  upon  thy  conscience,  Julien 
d'Anneville,  was  there  not  a  time  when  thou 
loved st  Margaret  Harleston  better  than  the 
apple  of  thine  eye  1  "  and  la  Blanche  fixed  a 
look  of  scrutiny  upon  the  pale  but  animated  fea- 
tures en  which  the  moonbeams  rested.  He 
started,  but  answered  unhesitatingly, 

"I  will  not  disavow  it — but  I  take  heaven  to 
witness,  I  love  her  now  as  the  wife  of  my 
brother." 
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"  Tis  well,"  resumed  la  Blanche,  "  I  fear 
not  to  trust  thee  ;  think  of  la  Blanche  henceforth 
as  thou  wijt,  she  is  thy  friend.  Edward  St.  Ouen, 
let  thy  word  decide  which  of  the  two  shall  go, 
speak  it  quickly  ;  five  minutes  more,  and  the 
power  to  aid  thee  is  no  longer  mine." 

"  I  follow  thee,  good  mother,"  was  Edward's 
unhesitating  reply.  An  expression  of  satisfac- 
tion passed  over  the  wild  features  of  la  Blanche 
Vetue.  She  spoke  not,  but  turned  and  walked 
rapidly  towards  the  Bloody  Rock,  Edward 
paused  but  to  bid  farewell  to  his  friend. 
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CHAPTER   XI. 

In  what  intense  anxiety  the  night  which  suc- 
ceeded to  Edward's  departure  was  passed  by 
his  friends  at  the  manor,  not  less  than  by  his 
faithful  friend,  d'Anneville,  may  be  well  ima- 
gined. 

In  vain  had  Petit  Jean  supplied  the  evening 
board  with  more  than  its  wonted  plentifulness, 
Sir  Phiilip  manifested  no  intention  of  taking  his 
place  at  it,  nor  did  either  Jacqueline  or  Marga- 
ret present  themselves  when  the  usual  note  on 
the  horn  was  sounded  by  the  major  domo  to 
assemble  the  household  to   the  evening  repast. 
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h  night,  who  for  the  last  hour,  had  been 
wrapt  in  a  deep  reverie,  at  length  started  from 
it,  and  gave  orders  for  his  steed  to  be  saddled, 
upon  which,  Petit  Jean,  who  looked  very  much 
as  though  he  thought  his  master  had  lost  his 
wits,  felt  tempted  to  remind  him  that  it  was 
already  past  the  ninth  hour,  and  consequently 
past  the  usual  one  of  retiring  to  rest,  but  there 
was  that  in  the  lowering  brow  and  compressed 
lip  of  his  master  which  tied  his  tongue. 

The  steed  was  soon  brought  round,  and  Sir 
Phillip,  vaulting  into  the  saddle,  set  off  at  a 
hard  gallop  without  any  very  distinct  idea  of 
where  he  should  go,  Inaction  had  aggravated 
the  impatient  fever  of  his  mind,  and  he  continued 
to  urge  forward  his  horse  as  though  he  hoped 
by  the  rapid  motion  of  his  body  to  shake  off  the 
anxiety  which  chained  down  his  spirits.  Al- 
most unconsciously,  he  directed  his  course 
towards  the  Bloody  Rock.  The  pale  moon- 
beams now  fell  full  on  the  time  whitened  mass 
of  stone ;  and   solitary  and  desolate  as  wont,  it 
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emitted  the  same  monotonous  sound  from  its 
dark  recess ;  the  wind  as  usual  moaned  through 
.its  crevices  producing*  a  low  unearthly  music. 
Sir  Phillip  drew  in  his  horse  and  cast  a  scruti- 
nizing* glance  around.  No  sight  met  his  eye, 
no  sound  his  ear,  save  the  melancholy  myste- 
rious discoursings  of  inanimate  nature.  The 
intense  stillness  awed  his  soul,  but  it  added  to 
the  fever  of  his  suspense." 

"  I  will  seek  her!  "  he  exclaimed  aloud,  "and 
force  her  to  be  more  explicit.  This  suspense 
is  not  to  be  borne,  why  did  I  trust  a  life  so  pre- 
cious to  a  crack-brained  old  hag?  "  Again  he 
applied  spurs  to  his  horse,  till  arriving  at  the 
hermit  like  cell  within  two  hundred  yards  of  the 
rock,  inhabited  by  la  Blanche  Vetue,  he  dis- 
mounted and  knocked  repeatedly  with  the  hilt 
of  his  dagger  against  the  rude  door.  No  an- 
swer was  returned.  Losing  patience,  he 
shouted  her  name,  but  the  echoing  rocks  alone 
replied  by  giving  back  his  call.  He  was  half 
inclined  to  force  open  the  miserable  door,  but  a 
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feeling  almost  of  respect  for  la  Blanche  arrested 
the  stout  arm  already  nerving"  itself  for  the  blow; 
the  remembrance  of  his  gentle,  affectionate  wife,, 
and  the  earnestness  with  which  she  had  in  her 
dying  moments  recommended  her  mysterious 
protegee  to  his  protection,  came  over  him  like 
a  spell,  his  arm  fell  listlessly  by  his  side — he 
felt  that  he  was  not  authorized  to  intrude  by  vi- 
olence into  her  dwelling,  she  had  never  injured 
him  or  his,  but  had  on  the  contrary  manifested 
the  most  lively  interest  in  the  behalf  of  every 
one  connected  with  him— and  he  could  not  help 
asking  himself  why  he  should  now  mistrust  her ; 
was  not  the  intercepted  dispatch  in  his  posses- 
sion a  sufficient  testimony  of  the  truth  of  her 
information  ?  These  reflections  calmed  the  tur- 
bulency  of  his  spirit  and  he  turned  his  horse's 
head  homewards  in  a  more  passive  frame  of 
mind. 

And  Margaret,  shall  w  e  for  a  moment  con- 
template her  in  the  retirement  of  her  chamber, 
kneeling  at  her  prie  dieu,  wrapt  in  a  long  loose 
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robe,  not  more  dazzlingly  white  than  the  lovely 
neck  it  encircled  ;  her  long,  sunny  locks,  re- 
leased from  ihe  fillet  which  had  during  the  day 
restrained  their  luxuriance,  almost  concealing 
her  little  sylph-like  form,— her  hands  clasped 
together,  and  tears  every  moment  gushing  from 
the  soft  eyes  raised  in  supplication  to  that  Great 
Being,  who,  since  her  lipsj  could  articulate  a 
distinct  sound,  had,  morn  and  eve,  received  the 
pure  devotions  of  her  guileless  spirit,  and  regis- 
tered them  in  the  Book  of  Eternity  !  Many  a 
long  hour  had  she  knelt,  invoking  also  each 
propitious  saint  in  behalf  of  the  wanderer,  when 
Sir  Phillip's  summons  for  admittance  thrilled 
through  every  nerve.  She  started  from  her 
knees,  threw  open  her  casement,  and  leant  im- 
patiently out.  The  knight  dismounted  imme- 
diately under  her  window. 

"  Dear  Sir  Phillip,  hast  thou  tidings  of  Ed- 
ward," she  asked  breathlessly. 

"Nay,  my  Margery,  'twere  too  soon  to  expect 
it,  but  I  pray  thee,  dear  child,  seek  thy  couch." 
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"  'Twere  needless,  I  could  not  sleep,"  she 
replied  sadly,  "  I  would  it  were  morn-" 

"  Would  it  were !  but  the  monastery  bell 
hath  only  just  now  warned  midnight,  so  seek 
thy  pillow,  Margery, — the  saints  be  with 
thee  r 

"  Alack  !"  murmured  the  maiden,  "  only 
midnight !  Mine  impatience  surely  clogs  the 
wings  of  time  with  lead — never  was  it  so  long  ! 
How  dark  the  night  hath  grown  ;  not  one  little 
star  to  shine  cheering  ly  on  him, — I  would  that 
I  had  not  consented  he  should  go — what  if  the 
information  should  all  be  false?— if  he  should 
be  captured  on  his  way  by  one  of  the  cruel  de 
Breze's  ships  !  Oh,  I  should  never  survive  such 
horror, — I,  the  cause  of  all ! — my  dear,  dear 
Edward !" — she  shuddered,  and  again  fell  on 
her  knees  ;  this  time  it  was  to  Saint  Edward 
her  prayers  were  addressed — to  his  shrine  her 
propitiating  offering  was  vowed,  a  rich  one  in 
her  estimation,  because  it  was  that  she  most 
prized, — the  solitary  ring  which  bedecked  her 
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snowy  hand ;  the  first  parting  token  given  by 
Edward  under  the  sanction  of  friendship,  but 
presented  and  received  with  a  warmer,  though 
yet  undefined  feeling.  As  she  fixed  her  eye 
upon  the  parting  gift  which  had  never  left  the 
finger  on  which  it  was  then  placed  by  a  trem- 
bling hand,  a  fresh  burst  of  tears  gushed  forth, 
she  buried  her  head  in  the  cushion  with  an  al- 
most childish  abandonment  of  grief,  and  like  a 
child,  unconsciously  sobbed  herself  to  sleep. 

Meanwhile,  Jacqueline,  plunged  in  the  most 
cruel  grief,  sat  pale  and  tearless  at  a  table  with 
writing  materials  and  a  rude  fashioned  ink  horn 
before  her.  Often  had  her  taper  fingers  grasped 
the  pen,  dipped  it  in  the  liquid,  then  laid  it  aside 
till  she  had  indulged  in  some  new  reflection. 
Her  cousin  whom  she  so  tenderly  loved,  was 
not  then  in  her  thoughts, — another,  a  dearer  one 
possessed  them  ; — Julien  de  Montessy, — the  de- 
voted, the  faithful  Julien  !  it  was  the  probable 
fate  that  awaited  him  which  now  by  turns  ago- 
nized her  soul,  and  awakened  all  its  energies. 
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To  await  passively  the  issue  of  her  cousin's 
mission  would,  in  all  probability,  be  awaiting* 
till  his  death  doom  was  sealed — her  uncle  had 
vowed  that  not  one  of  the  garrison  should  es- 
cape with  life ;  she  must,  therefore,  interpose 
in  his  behalf,  and  that  without  delay.  And  how 
was  this  to  be  effected, — by  claiming-  that  uncle's 
protection  for  him  ?  by  revealing  the  secret  of 
her  attachment,  and  the  humiliating  fact,  that 
her  lover  was  associated  with  the  band  of  in- 
vaders he  hated  and  despised  !  And  even  if  she 
overcame  her  repugnance  to  this  measure,  would 
Julien  consent  to  leave  de  Breze,  when  difficul- 
ties and  danger  beset  him  ?  Her  knowledge  of 
his  character  led  her  to  fear  he  would  not,  even 
though  he  was  bound  to  the  Escorceur  by  no 
tie,  either  of  friendship  or  duty  ;  still,  w  ith  the 
high  notions  of  chivalry  which  he  had  early  im- 
bibed, she  doubted  whether  he  would  not  deem 
it  a  point  of  honour  to  abide  by  him  in  danger. 
I  he  more  she  contemplated  this  probable  re- 
sult of  her  uncle's  interposition,  the  more  deeply 


240  THE   FORTRESS 

she  was  impressed  with  the  certainty  of  it,  and 
the  necessity  of  withdrawing  Juiien  from  the 
Fortress  without  his  suspicion  of  danger  being 
awakened.  In  this  case,  she  must  act  for  her- 
self. Various  and  painful  were  the  feelings 
with  which  she  had  to  contend, — her  solemn 
promise  to  her  father, — her  recent  vow  to  see 
Juiien  no  more, — both  must  be  broken.  Yet, 
all  there  was  of  terrible  in  that  thought,  became 
absorbed  by  the  more  agonizing  one  of  Julien's 
danger.  Famine  and  death  were  at  hand — could 
she  possess  the  power  to  save  him,  and  not 
exert  it? 

"  No,  no,"  she  exclaimed  passionately,  as 
3he  seized  her  pen,  "  No,  though  instant  death 
were  the  penalty,  Juiien,  I  would  break  through 
every  barrier  to  save  thee !  I  owe  it  to  thy 
pure  devoted  love  !"  and  suffering  her  pen  to 
be  guided  by  the  warm  emotions  kindled  by 
reminiscences  of  the  past,  and  the  excitement  of 
the  present,  she  wrote  as  she  would  have  done 
in  the  early  days  of  their  attachment,  when  no 
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stern  mandate  checked  the  free  communion  of 
their  souls  ;  her  overcharged  bosom  needed  to 
be  relieved  of  the  intensity  of  its  feeling,  and 
page  after  page  received  the  silent  testimony  of 
a  love,  more  pure  and  devoted,  more  exalted 
and  self-denying,  than  had  ever  visited  even  a 
poet's  dream.  Yet,  these  outpourings  of  affec- 
tion were  destined  never  to  meet  the  eye  of  him 
to  whom  they  were  addressed,  and  convey  de- 
light to  the  heart  which  in  adoring,  still  often 
accused  its  idol  of  severity  and  coldness. 

Jacqueline's  soul  was  strong,  even  in  its 
weakness;  as  she  perused  the  impassioned 
pages  which  so  eloquently  bore  evidence  of  the 
affection  she  had  so  long  cherished,  the  remem- 
brance of  her  solemn  promise  to  her  father, — of 
her  recent  vow  to  heaven,  came  like  a  blight 
over  the  bright  vision  in  which  her  feelings  had 
for  a  while  so  unrestrainedly  indulged,— with  a 
bitter  sigh,  she  pushed  the  letter  she  was  about 
to  fold,  from  her  ;  resumed  her  pen,  and  wrote 
a  few  concise  lines,  which  were,  in  their  turn 
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thrown  aside.  A  third  was  completed,  yet 
seemed  not  to  please,  for  aftei  having  slowly 
folded  it,  and  wrote  the  superscription,  she  re- 
opened and  read  the  contents  which  ran  thus: 

"  Julien, 

"  Hast  thou  forgotten  the  vow  I  so 
lately,  and  in  thy  presence,  called  on  heaven  to 
attest, — if  thou  hast,  recall  it  now,  that  thou 
mayest  more  fully  comprehend  how  urgent  is 
the  necessity  which  compels  me  thus  soon  to 
break  it,  and  implore  that  thou  wilt  meet  me  on 
the  same  spot  to-morrow,  at  the  seventh  hour 
of  eve, — Fail  not,  if  thou  hast  ever  loved, 

Jacqueline." 

A  burning  tear  fell  on  the  slip  of  parchment, 
"  The  words  are  cold,"  she  sighed,  "but  will 
not  his  soul  comprehend,  and  do  justice  to 
mine  ?"  The  billet  was  refolded,  and  the  silken 
ligature  knotted,  just  as  the  horn  sounded  the 
summons  to  the  morning  meal.  The  daylight 
streaming  through  the   narrow   casement,  had 
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long,  unnoticed  by  her,  supplied  the  absence  of 
the  pale  flickering"  light  of  her  lamp,  which  had 
consumed  itself;  the  dream  of  happiness  must 
have  been  a  long  one,  for  time  to  have  passed 
so  imperceptibly !  'Tis  seldom  the  wretched 
are  startled  by  the  rapidity  of  its  flight ! 

Jacqueline  deposited  the  billet  in  her  bosom, 
and  obeyed  the  summons  to  breakfast.  Mar- 
garet, who  descended  some  minutes  before,  em- 
braced her  in  silence;  one  kind  glance  ex- 
changed, convinced  both  that  each  had  spent  a 
night  in  restless,  sleepless  anxiety ;  yet,  Jac- 
queline needed  but  to  see  the  involuntary  tears 
tremble  on  the  eyelids  of  her  friend,  to  regain 
all  her  self-possession.  There  was  a  disin- 
terestedness, a  devotion  towards  those  she 
loved,  in  that  noble  soul,  which  seemed  inspired 
by  heaven  to  withdraw  her  from  the  contempla- 
tion of  her  own  sad  blighted  lot.  Warmly 
pressing  the  hand  of  her  companion,  she  reas- 
sured her  by  the  assumed  cheerfulness  of  her 
manners ;  and,  with  her  wonted  calm  smile, 
pointed  to  the  glowing  rays  of  the  morning  sun; 
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•which,  darting  through  the  open  casement, 
shone  full  on  the  bright  armour  which  decorated 
the  walls. 

"  See,  dear  Margery,"  she  exclaimed,  "  with 
what  bright  smiles  the  morn  hath  dawned  upon 
us,  it  is  the  augury  of  success  P 

"  And  thou,  as  wTont,  the  kind  ministrant  of 
comfort,  my  Jacqueline,"  said  Sir  Phillip,  who, 
at  the  moment  joined  them, — fondly  passing  his 
arm  around  her,  he  kissed  her  brow,  and  gave 
the  morning's  blessing, — u  and  thou,  my  sweet 
Margery,"  he  continued,  drawing  her  also 
towards  him  with  his  other  arm,  "  I  see  thou 
hast  not  followed  my  counsel,  thou  lookest  like 
a  lovely  flower  which  hath  been  deprived  of  the 
sun's  rays — the  lily  hath  usurped  the  place  of 
the  rose!— but  be  of  good  cheer,  heaven  will 
not  desert  our  just  cause !"  thus  saying,  the 
good  knight  led  his  companions  to  the  break- 
fast table,  where  he  made  ample  amends  for  the 
^mission  of  his  usual  hearty  meal  on   the  pre- 

ous  evening.  After  many  vain  attempts  to 
Keep  up  a  conversation   on   indifferent   topics, 
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Jacqueline,  in  a  voice,  which  not  all  her  efforts 
could  divest  of  tremor,  enquired  into  the  plans 
and  anticipations  of  her  uncle,  and  heard,  not 
without  a  shudder,  that  if  Edward's  mission  was 
successful,  and  the  admiral  approved  of  the  plan 
which  lie  was  charged  to  present  to  him,  the 
Fortress  would  be  surprised  and  besieged,  both 
by  sea  and  land,  that  night ;  as  he,  Sir  Phillip, 
had  sent  word  to  d'Anneville,  that  he  should  be 
with  him  at  an  early  hour  at  Gros-nez,  in  order 
that  they  might  together  concert  their  plans, 
and  assemble  their  men  in  the  town,  so  as  to  be 
prepared  to  co-operate  with  the  admiral,  without 
delay.  Margaret's  countenance  brightened  at 
this  information, — the  confidence  with  which 
Sir  Phillip  spoke,  set  all  her  alarms  to  rest. 

How  different  were  the  feelings  of  poor  Jac- 
queline. The  smile  she  had  forced  to  her  lips 
died  away,  as  she  quitted  the  breakfast  table 
with  a  troubled  spirit,  but  a  firm  purpose.  Her 
egress  was  disputed  by  Petit  Jean,  who,  in 
eagerness  to  communicate  his  intelligence,  did 
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not  fall  back  with  his  usual  deferential  respect, 
t    allow  her  to  pass. 

"  Oh  man  Seigneur  /"  he  exclaimed,  u  the 
minstrel, — master  du  Bois, — '' 

"  What  of  him  1"  interrogated  Jacqueline, 
almost  gasping  for  breath. 

"  Oh,  the  saints  be  good  unto  us,  I  left  him  a 
dying  !     He  must  have  tried  to  kill  himself !" 

u  Hying, — slain  by  his  own  hand,"  repeated 
the  knight,  in  an  angry  voice,  "This  comes  of 
mine  absurdity,  in  suffering  mine  house  to  be 
made  a  jail  of!  Hie  thee,  Petit  Jean,  undo  all 
the  cursed  locks  and  bolts,  and  let  the  other 
knaves  betake  themselves  wheresoever  they 
list." 

"  Prithee,  dear  uncle,"  interposed  Jacque- 
line, recovering  from  her  momentary  stupor. 

"  Prithee,  dear  niece,  be  not  importunate," 
interrupted  the  uncle,  "  thou  shalt  not  come 
over  my  better  judgment  again  ! — release  them, 
Petit  Jean,  without  delay,  whilst  I  look  to  this 
poor  du  Bois,"  and  he  strided  away. 
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Jacqueline  looked  despairingly  after  him  ; 
the  idea  that  the  whole  might  be  a  feint  on  the 
part  of  du  Bois  to  effect  his  escape,  shot  across 
her  mind,  and  she  followed  her  uncle  to  the 
chamber  ;  here  she  found  du  Bois  stretched  on 
the  floor,  in  a  dead  swoon,  and  presenting-  a 
most  terrifying-  spectacle.  He  had  ruptured  a 
blood  vessel,  and  the  crimson  tide  had  rushed 
in  immense  quantities  from  his  mouth  and  nose. 
Sir  Phillip  dispatched  a  messenger  to  the  manor 
of  d'Anneville,  where,  it  will  be  remembered, 
the  holy  sisterhood  of  St.  Blaise  had  found  shel- 
ter,— to  request  the  instant  attendance  of  one  of 
the  sisters  best  skilled  in  medicine,  and  aiding 
Petit  Jean  to  raise  the  senseless  form  of  the 
minstrel  from  the  ground,  had  him  conveyed  to 
his  bed.  Meanwhile,  Jacqueline  returned  to 
the  hall,  and  busied  herself  in  preparing  some 
medicament  which  she  deemed  might  be  of  ser- 
vice. Whilst  she  was  thus  employed,  the  re- 
leased jugglers  entered,  but  on  seeing  her,  they 
instinctively  shrank  back,  as  though  they  feared 
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a  second  imprisonment  at  her  hands.  Jacque- 
line, agitated  and  wretched  as  she  was,  could 
scarce  repress  a  smile  on  observing  the  move- 
ment, and  beckoning*  them  towards  her,  she  ad- 
dressed them  in  a  voice,  which  sadness  made 
touchingly  sweet. 

"  My  good  masters,  sith  ye  be  now  at  liberty 
to  go  or  tarry,  will  ye,  of  your  own  free  will,  to 
pleasure  me  and  Sir  Phillip,  abide  a  day  or  two 
longer  at  the  manor?  If  ye  present  yourselves 
to  me  tomorrow  at  this  hour,  and  can  verily  say 
ye  have  not  departed  from  the  demesnes,  nor 
betrayed  our  counsel,  two  crowns  a  piece  shall 
be  your  reward ! "  The  jugglers  bowed  oft  and 
low,  and  with  the  prospect  of  so  great  a  remu- 
neration, to  say  nothing  of  the  continuance  of 
good  cheer  which  had  of  late  seldom  regaled 
them,  most  cheerfully  avowed  themselves  wil- 
ling to  obey  the  lady's  commands,  and  tarry  as 
long  as  was  her  good  pleasure.  Having  thus 
gained  her  point,  Jacqueline  went  to  administer 
the  medicines  she  had  prepared  for  du  Bois ;  he 
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had  recovered  from  his  swoon,  but  it  did  not  re- 
quire a  second  glance  to  convince  her,  that  he 
was  as  much  a  prisoner  now  as  though  he  were 
still  under  lock  and  bolt  in  the  grated  cham- 
ber. 

On  the  arrival  of  sister  Ann,  Sir  Phillip  com- 
mitted the  patient  to  her  charge,  and  departed 
for  Gros-nez.  After  feeling  the  minstrel's  pulse, 
and  attentively  observing  his  flushed  cheek,  and 
the  restless  impatience  with  which  he  continu- 
ally changed  the  position  of  his  head  on  the 
pillow,  without  replying  to  any  of  her  questions, 
the  sister  shook  her  head,  and  pronouLCed  that 
his  fever  ran  very  high.  Selecting  a  medicine 
from  the  contents  of  her  little  basket,  she 
presented  it  to  du  Bois,  but  he  impatiently 
pushed  the  nauseous  beverage  from  him.  Jac- 
queline in  a  voice  of  entreaty,  bade  the  sufferer 
swallow  it.  He  instantly  obeyed,  saying  in  a 
faint  voice — 

"  I  take  it  at  your  command,  lady,  to  show 
my  dying  affection  and  duty  to  my  poor  dear 
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master,"  and  he  fixed  his  eyes  on  her  with 
a  look  of  reproach  and  entreaty,  that  was 
but  too  well  understood  by  Jacqueline,  whose 
heart  swelled  to  bursting,  as  she  thought 
of  his  affectionate  devotion  to  de  Montessy ; 
to  relieve  his  anxiety,  she  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  sister  Ann's  being  at  the  other  end 
of  the  room,  to  assure  him,  that  Sir  Julien  would 
that  evening  be  warned  of  his  danger;  then  beg 
ging  the  good  sister  to  watch  near  the  invalid, 
till  a  favourable  change  took  place,  she  left  the 
r<»om. 
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CHAPTER    XI L 

"  How  now,  sir  knaves,  is  it  ye  V  asked  Sir 
Phillip,  as  on  quitting  du  Bois's  chamber  he 
repaired  to  the  court,  and  there  received  the  ob- 
sequious greetings  of  the  liberated  jugglers, 
"  beshrew  me,  but  ye  seem  in  no  haste  to  take 
advantage  of  your  freedom,  do  ye  like  mine 
hospitality  so  well,  that  ye  would  fain  taste  more 
on  it  ?" 

"  Aye,  in  troth  do  we,  notre  Seigneur,''  re- 
plied Simon,  lS  for,  its  much  that's  good,  and 
little  that's  evil,  that  we  or  any  of  our  craft  gets 
at  your  hands,  sir  knight,  or  have  ever  got  at 
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the  hands  of  the  brave  de  Carterets  before  ye, 
and  sith  we  have  the  fair  lady's  permission,  we 
will  right  joyfully  tarry  at  the  manor  to  diver- 
tize  ye  with  our  poor  art." 

u  As  long  as  ye  list,  my  masters,"  replied  the 
knight,  throwing  himself  into  the  saddle.  As 
he  stroked  the  neck  of  his  stout  charger,  he 
heaved  a  deep  sigh  to  the  memory  of  his  faith- 
ful Rolla,  and  gallopped  out  of  the  court  across 
the  plain,  to  the  castle  of  Gros-nez.  A  very 
few  minutes  afterwards,  Jacqueline  enve'oped 
in  a  long  black  cloak,  the  hood  drawn  closely 
down  over  her  face,  traversed  the  same  court, 
unobserved  by  the  jugglers,  who  were  now  en- 
gaged in  a  game  of  cross  and  pile  with  the 
groom,  and  two  or  three  other  of  the  inferior 
domestics.  She  summoned  no  one  to  unbar  the 
gate,  and  closed  it  carefully  after  her  on  the 
outside.  With  a  firm,  rapid  step,  she  then  pro- 
ceeded in  the  direction  of  the  town,  but  instead 
of  entering  it,  diverged  to  the  left,  and  pursued 
her  way  over  a  long  tract  of  fields,  till  she  ar- 
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rived  in  the  wild,  romantic  precincts  of  La 
Hongue  Bie,  here  she  paused  for  a  few  minutes 
to  place  a  propitiatory  offering  on  the  shrine  of 
the  Virgin.  Her  devotions  were  fervent  but 
brief;  she  quitted  the  chapel,  with  a  foreboding 
heart,  and  once  more  pursued  her  way  in 
the  direction  of  Mount  Orgueil  Castle.  On 
traversing  one  of  the  parishes  which  had 
been  abandoned  to  the  enemy,  but  which  was  so 
remote  from  the  Fortress,  as  to  have  induced 
one  or  two  of  the  poor  cotters,  who  had  nothing 
to  lose,  to  cling  to  their  humble  hearths,  a 
piercing  scream  aroused  her  from  her  deep  ru- 
minations. She  was  at  this  moment  descending 
a  gentle  elevation,  at  the  foot  of  which  stood  a 
lowly  cottage,  so  poor,  and  so  humble  in  ap- 
pearance, that  it  might  scarce  be  thought  pos- 
sible to  attract  the  cupidity  of  de  Breze's  sol- 
diers; yet,  five  of  them  now  stood  about  the 
dwelling,  each  bearing  some  article  of  furniture 
or  focd.  A  woman,  miserably  clad,  tall  and 
athletic  in  appearance,  was  disputing  their  booty 
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with  them.  Three  children  clung  around  her, 
screaming  at  the  top  of  their  lungs ;  a  young 
girl,  apparently  between  fifteen  and  sixteen, 
seemed  one  moment  interposing  her  feeble 
strength  to  defend,  and  the  next  using  the  most 
earnest  entreaties  to  persuade  her  to  abstain 
from  further  opposition.  One  of  the  soldiers 
throwing  aside  an  old  table,  seized  the  slender 
form  of  the  poor  young  creature  in  his  rude 
grasp,  and  was  about  to  bear  her  off,  but  the 
mother,  with  a  piercing  cry,  rushed  after,  and 
tore  the  struggling  girl  from  him,  whilst  a 
stout  little  urchin,  seemingly  about  seven  years 
old,  fettered  the  ruffian's  knees  with  his  arms  ; 
but  the  poor  child  was  a  moment  after  seen 
rolling  in  the  dust,  and  the  terrified  girl  was 
again  in  the  ruthless  grasp  of  her  capturer, 
whilst  two  other  villains  held  back  the  furious 
mother.  Jacqueline,  who  beheld  the  scene 
with  mingled  feelings  of  fear  and  grief,  till  this 
moment  stood  sheltered  from  observation  by  the 
projecting  trunk  of  a  tree  ;  but  she  now  moved 
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rapidly  forward,  guided  by  the  impulse,  which 
in  a  noble  and  generous  nature,  always  prompts 
the  strong  to  defend  the  weak,  and  Jacqueline, 
strong  in  the  daring  enthusiasm  of  her  soul,  for- 
got the  weakness  of  her  sex,  and  did  not  give 
herself  time  to  reflect,  that  her  aid  against  live 
hardened  ruffians  could  be  of  no  avail ;  she  saw 
injustice  and  oppression  committed  before  her 
eyes,  and  felt  but  the  risings  of  indignation,  and 
the  desire  to  aid  in  resisting  them.  Fortunately, 
her  feeble  interposition  was  not  called  for;  one  of 
the  soldiers  turned  champion  to  the  helpless 
women ;  he  drew  his  weapon,  and  between 
threats  and  entreaties,  succeeded  in  relieving 
both  mother  and  daughter.  He  next  raised  the 
urchin,  who,  screaming  with  the  pain  of  the  blow 
he  had  received,  in  his  hardy  endeavours  to  as- 
sist his  mother,  still  lay  rolling  in  the  dust.  Jac- 
queline paused,  and  sheltered  by  the  embank- 
ment, watched  the  further  proceedings  of  the 
soldiers,  four  of  whom,  repossessing  themselves 
of  their  booty,  marched  off,  pointing  their  fingers 
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jeeringly  at  their  comrade,  and  calling  him  by 
abusive  epithets,  accompanied  by  loud  shouts  of 
laughter.  A  winding  in  the  road  at  length  hid 
them  from  view,  and  the  poor  woman,  shaking 
her  unexpected  friend  by  the  hand,  poured  forth 
her  thanks  profusely.  She  had  nought  else 
wherewith  to  repay  his  good  offices,  but  Jac- 
queline had,  and  it  was  with  the  purpose  of  re- 
warding, that  she  now  hastened  to  accost  him, 
as  well  as  with  a  hope  that  he  might  relieve  her 
from  the  most  embarrassing  part  of  her  errand — 
that  of  delivering  her  billet  at  the  fortress,  which 
for  lack  of  a  messenger  in  whom  she  could  con- 
fide, she  had  purposed  to  do  herself. 

"  The  surprise  of  the  little  group  on  behold- 
ing Jacqueline,  had  almost  the  effect  of  magic. 
The  rough  soldier,  impressed  by  the  dignity  of 
her  manner,  respectfully  raised  his  cap  from  his 
head  and  received  her  warm  commendations  for 
the  part  he  had  acted,  in  a  manner  which  con- 
vinced her  his  heart  was  an  honest,  as  well  as  a 
brave  one.     Retreating  some  few  paces  from 
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the  group  whose  terror  had  now  given  way  to 
the  curiosity  excited  by  her  appearance,  she 
searched  for  her  purse  in  the  capacious  pocket 
which  it  was  then  the  fashion  for  the  noblest 
dames  to  wear,  and  beckoning  the  soldier  to 
her,  she  emptied  one-half  of  its  contents  into  his 
broad  palm,  saying  "that  is  for  thy  generous 
defence  of  this  poor  oppressed  family,  the  re- 
mainder,'1 holding  out  her  purse,  which  was 
still  weighty,  "  shall  be  the  reward  of  a  service 
I  would  ask  at  thy  hand  ?  " 

"  Name  the  service,  lady,  it  shall  be  per- 
formed, and  no  largess  required  !  " 

"Knowest  thou  one  Sir  Julien  de  Montessy  V 

"  Sir  Julien  de  Montessy! — In  troth  do  I, 
lady,'1  eagerly  interrupted  the  soldier,  "  and  a 
gallant,  young  knight  is  he  !— more  pity  that  he 
should  have  anything  to  do  with  de  Breze  and 
his  blood-thirsty  knaves!" 

"  How  !— art  thou  not  one  of  de  Breze's  fol- 
lowers \  " 

"  Jesus  and  the  Saints  forbid  ! — Lady,  if  so  be 
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ye  know  aught  concerning-  Sir  Julien's  adven- 
tures, ye  might  have  learnt  that,  saving  three, he 
lost  all  his  stout  followers  at  Hexham  ;  where, 
one  by  one,  they  fell,  defending  the  leader  whom 
all  would  gladly  die  to  save.  I  am  one  of  the 
three  whom  the  saints  in  their  mercy  have  pre- 
served!" Jacqueline's  countenance  lighted  up 
with  joy. 

"  Then  may  I  trust  thee !"  she  exclaimed, 
"  since  mine  errand  concerns  thine  own  master. 
Thou  must  give  this  billet  to  Sir  Julien  ere  the 
lapse  of  three  hours, — on  no  other  condition  can 
I  trust  it  to  thee.  Thou  must  swear  by  this 
holy  emblem,  and  by  thy  hope  of  salvation,  that 
thou  wilt  do  so  r  The  soldier  took  the  deli- 
cately wrought  little  crucifix,— -it  was  the  same 
which  had  registered  the  vows  both  of  Jacque- 
line and  Julien  de  Montessy,  on  the  morning  of 
their  cruel  separation, — and  on  it  he  swore  to 
fulfil  her  commands.  She  placed  the  billet  and 
the  remaining  contents  of  her  purse,  in  his  hand, 
promising  that  if  he  fulfilled  his  trust  faithfully, 
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he  should  receive  five  crowns  more  from   her, 
through  Sir  Julien.     Rejoicing  in  his  good  for- 
tune, the  soldier  bowed  low  and  departed.    Jac- 
queline then   entered  the  hut,  and   exhausted 
with  fatigue,  sunk  upon  a  block  of  wood, — chair 
or  stool  there  was  none,  the  soldiers  had  taken 
every   article   of  furniture    worth   having,   and 
destroyed  the   rest      The  poor  woman  looked 
at  the  desolation  around  her,  and  then  at  the 
empty  rafter,  where  a  substantial  flitch  of  bacon 
had  been  but  an  hour  before  suspended.     All 
the  firmness  she  had  shown  in  the  defence  of 
her  property  and  her  children  fled,  and  she  now 
bewailed  her  misfortune  with  violent  sobs  and 
execrations.    Jacqueline  gave  the  few  remaining 
coins  she  had  left  about  her,  and  having  ascer- 
tained that  the  woman's  husband  was  by  trade  a 
fisherman,  but  since  the  invasion  of  the  French, 
obliged  to  earn  a  scanty  livelihood  by  chance 
jobs,  when  his  military  duties  left  him  leisure, 
she  desired  her  to  come  to  the  manor,  with  her 
children  and  husband,  when  the  latter  returned, 
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promising  that  the  seigneur  should  provide  them 
with  food  and  shelter.  Having  thus  dried  their 
tears,  Jacqueline  took  leave  of  the  cottagers, 
and  commenced  her  long  journey  homewards. 
Meanwhile,  we  will  follow  her  willing  Mercury; 
who  having  by  quick  walking  overtaken  his 
comrades,  was  once  more  subjected  to  their 
taunts  and  jeers,  which  he  bore  with  imper- 
turbable good  humour.  They  had  arrived 
within  three  miles  of  the  Fortress,  when  they 
found  themselves  confronted  by  half  a  dozen 
Islanders  ;  their  progress  was  instantly  arrested, 
and  their  booty  demanded  to  be  given  up.  The 
soldiers  boldly  refused,  when  the  Jersey  men 
drawing  their  weapons,  fell  upon  them  with 
such  hearty  good  will  and  alacrity,  that  three  of 
their  number  were  prostrated  ere  they  could 
disencumber  themselves  of  their  burdens,  and 
seize  their  weapons.  As  no  quarter  was  ever 
shown  on  either  side  in  these  casual,  but  fre- 
quent affrays,  the  two  parties  fought  with  all 
the  fury  of  hate.     Two  Islanders  and  four  of  dp 
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Breze's  soldiers  were  left  dead  on  the  spot ;  the 
two  others  were  marched  off  prisoners  by  the 
victorious  party,  who  some  short  time  afterwards 
returned  with  a  small  body  of  horsemen, — the 
two  dead  bodies  of  their  comrades  were  placed 
on  a  litter,  the  flitch  of  bacon,  and  the  other  less 
valuable  articles  plundered  from  the  poor  cot- 
tagers, thrown  into  a  cart,  and  then  conveyed 
to  the  town,  escorted  by  part  of  the  horsemen 
the  others  remaining  to  dig-  a  hole  in  the  ditch, 
into  which,  one  after  another,  were  thrown  the 
dead  bodies  of  the  Frenchmen,  despoiled  of 
their  arms  only.  The  Islanders  refrained  from 
plundering*  their  foes  of  anything-  else,  from  a 
superstitious  belief  that  money,  coming  from 
such  evil  hands,  would  only  bring  them  ill  luck. 
Thus,  Jacqueline's  billet,  and  the  contents  of  her 
well  filled  purse,  were  buried  with  a  brave  sol- 
dier in  an  ignoble  grave, — for  the  first  man  who 
fell  in  the  conflict,  was  the  honest  follower  of 
Julien  de  Montessy. 
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CHAPTER   XIII. 

Anticipating"  Jacqueline  in  her  arrival  at  the 
Manor,  we  will  take  a  brief  survey  of  what 
passed  there  during  her  absence.  The  wily  du 
Bois,  having-  succeeded  in  ridding  himself  of  the 
surveillance  of  sister  Anne,  with  assurances  that 
he  felt  much  better,  and  could  sleep  if  he  were 
left  alone,  no  sooner  saw  the  door  close  after 
her,  than  he  raised  himself  up  in  his  bed  with 
more  activity  than  he  might  be  thought  capable 
of.  He  looked  around,  to  assure  himself  that 
no  one  else  remained  in  his  chamber, — "  The 
saints  be  praised,  I  am  free  at  last !"    he  ejacu^ 
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lated,  rt  she  said  the  Seigneur  and  the  ladies 
were  abroad,  tant  mieux !  it  shall  not  be  a 
little  bodily  weakness  that  keeps  me  from  my 
dear  master,  when  he's  in  peril !"  so  saying,  he 
made  an  effort  to  get  off  his  pallet,  but  sunk 
back  with  a  groan.  To  add  to  his  impatience, 
the  door  opened,  and  Petit  Jean  made  his  ap- 
pearance ;  on  seeing  the  fainting  condition  of 
the  minstrel,  the  major-domo  ran  off  at  his  best 
speed  to  fetch  his,  upon  all  occasions  resorted 
to,  medicine,  brandy, — du  Bois  eagerly  seized 
the  goblet,  and  quaffed  a  longer  draught  than 
he  had  ever  been  seen  to  take  before  ;  and  Petit 
Jean,  bantering  him  upon  relishing  his  phy- 
sic, better  than  that  of  sister  Anne,  poured  out  a 
liberal  draught  for  himself,  averring  that  he  had 
not  recovered  from  a  vertigo,  the  fright  about 
his  good  master  had  brought  on.  Du  Bois  lis- 
tened to  his  bavardage  with  peevish  impatience  ; 
exhilarated  by  the  powerful  stimulant  he  had 
swallowed,  all  he  now  wished  was  to  get  rid  of 
his   loquacious   companion.      Twice   had    Petit 
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Jean  advanced  to  the  door,  and  twice  to  the  an- 
noyance of  him  he  sought  to  amuse,  returned  to 
add  something-  in  illustration  or  justification  of 
what  he  had  previously  stated  ;  the  second  time 
du  Bois  impatiently  raised  himself  as  if  to  try 
his  strength,  but  he  again  sank  back  and  groaned 
with  disappointment.     Petit  Jean   looked  eom- 
passionalingly   on   him, — "Alack,  thou  seamest 
but  sorely  at  ease,  mine  gossip,"  he  exclaimed, 
"and   I  would  even   stay  by  thee,  but  for  the 
duties  of  mine  office  ;  but,  an  thou   wilt,  I  will 
dispatch  Martin  to  thee,  he's  as  merry  as   a 
cricket,  and  he  will  tell  thee  all  about  his,  and 
notre  Seigneur's  miraculous  escape  the  day  be- 
fore yestem  ;  it  makes  one's  very  hair  stand  an 
end:  that  la  Blanche   Vetue    is   out  and  oufPa 
witch,  if  ever  there  was  one!     He  swears  that 
she  stretched  forth  a  long  white  wand  from  the 
top  of  the  height  where  she  stood,  and  which 
lengthened,  and   lengthened,    till    it    touched 
Rolla's  head,  and  just  as  the  devils  of  escorceurs 
were  about  to  pounce  upon  him,  that  is,  upon 
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the  goodly  knight,  she  touched  the  beast  with 
it,  and  screamed  out  a  spell,  like  a  sea  gull 
coming  to  land  before  a  storm,  upon  which  he 
was  bewitched,  and  flew  through  the  air  with 
the  Seigneur  upon  his  back,  never  pitching  upon 
his  feet  again,  till  he  fell  down  dead  in  front  of 
the  manor,—  but  ye  shall  hear  it  all  from  his  own 
mouth,  he's  a  rare  one  at  them  sort  o"  things,1' 
and  Petit  Jean  unclosed  the  door  to  depart. 

"  I  will  none  of  him,"  shouted  the  minstrel 
peevishly,  "but  good  Petit  Jean,  thou  wilt 
pleasure  by  sending  the  bull-headed  juggler 
to  me,  sith  thou  sayest  he  and  his  gossip  are 
now  at  large." 

"  As  thou  wilt,  master  du  Bois,  though  by  my 
troth  !  methinks  my  recommendation  's  the  bet- 
ter one,"  said  Petit  Jean,  shrugging  his  shoul- 
ders, as  he  quitted  the  room. 

"  He'll  do  my  errand  for  a  little  lucre,  or  my 

judgment's  at  fault,"  murmured  du  Bois,  "his 

roguish  eye  twinkled  at  the  first  glance  it  got 

of  the  silver  pieces   my  master  gave  him  ?  Wfl 

L  11  N 
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will  see  if  it  doth  not  water  with  longing  at  the 
sight  of  gold  !  "  Whilst  he  thus  soliloquized 
the  elder  of  the  jugglers  entered,  he  was  a 
square,  thickset,  ill-favored  man,  with  a  head 
which  seemed  too  heavy  for  his  body,  and 
scarcely  raised  above  it  by  a  short  thick  neck, 
which  well  entitled  him  to  his  nick-name  of  bull- 
headed.  He  now  came  swaggering  up  to  the 
sick  man,  with  a  grin  on  his  broad  face. 

"  What  may  be  your  pleasure,  master  harper? 
by  my  troth,  I'm  sorry  to  see  ye  in  such  poor 
plight! — as  to  Simon  and  myself,  we  have 
passed  a  merry  night,  and  were  in  nowise  dis- 
contented with  our  quarters ;  the  wine  was  of 
the  right  sort  and  the  pasty  most   .    .   ' 

*•  Devil  take  thy  pasties!  and  do  thou  tell  me 
if  thou  lovest  gold  as  well  as  good  cheer?  see," 
selecting  a  coin  of  that  precious  metal  from 
amongst  many  of  a  baser  kind  which  a  leathern 
pouch  contained,  "  this  shall  be  thine,  and 
another  on  to  it,  if  thou  hast  a  mind  to  do  me  a 
grood  turn." 
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"  That  have  I,   setting  aside  that  tempter!1' 

"  Thou  art  a  right  good  fellow  master  Bar- 
bier,  and  will  easily  win  thy  reward,  thou  hast 
but  to  carry  a  slip  of  parchment  for  me  to  the 
fortress,  and  bring  me  one  in  reply,  when  two  of 
these  pieces  shall  be  thine ;  bestir  thee,  and 
fetch  the  ink-horn,  it  standeth  near  the  great 
tomes  in  the  first  window  of  the  hall." 

The  juggler  stared  in  stupid  astonishment. 
"  How,  sir  minstrel,  ye  do  but  banter  me!  how 
should  the  likes  of  you  and  me  know  aught 
about  the  art  of  writing !  " 

"  Do  as  I  bid  thee  without  jabbering  and 
losing  time  "  interrupted  the  impatient  du  Bois. 

(i  Doucement  doucement,"  said  the  juggler, "  I 
was  never  given  to  speed  in  any  matter  that  had 
not  to  do  with  mine  art,  and  in  the  execution  of 
sleight  of  hand,  none,  I'll  be  sworn,  can  excel 
me.1' 

"  Driveller !  wilt  thou  or  wilt  thou  not  do  my 
bidding." 

"  Mayhap  yea !  mayhap  nay,"  said  the  jug- 
gler quietly,  "  it  first  behoveth  me  to  know  for 
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whom  and  for  what  I  go;  if  for  friend,  well,  if 
for  foe,  ye  must  carry  your  billet  yourself,  it's 
not  for  a  light  matter  Fd  put  myself  within 
reach  of  de  Breze's  clutches,  which  if  fame 
speaks  right,  be  in  no  wise  more  gentle  than 
those  of  Satan  himself;  besides,  it  shall  never 
be  said  that  Jean  Barbier  proved  a  craven- 
hearted  traitor  to  them  that  shewed  him  kindness 
and  hospitality." 

"  Out  upon  thee  for  a  craven-hearted  knave," 
vociferated  the  enraged  du  Bois — rt  What  think- 
est  thou,  in  heaven's  name,  fame  or  posterity 
will  have  to  do  with  a  base-born  worm  like  thee'? 
away  ere  my  patience  fail !  " 

"  By  my  troth,  I  have  no  mind  to  tarry,  seeing 
thy  courtesy  be  not  over  gentle,"  and  he  turned 
away. 

Du  Bois  threw  the  gold  piece  after  him. 
"  Take  that,"  he  exclaimed,  "  and  put  it  in  thy 
mouth,  when  thou  catchest  thy  tongue  blabbing." 

The  juggler  smiled  ;  quietly  took  up  the  coin 
and  departed. 

"  Stubborn  knave,1'  muttered  du  Bois,  "  who 
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in  God's  name,  would  have  given  thee  credit  for 
an  honest  heart,  with  such  a  Satanic  face  1  I 
must  e'en  go  on  my  own  errand,  so  kill  or  cure !" 
and  he  again  drank  largely  of  the  supply  of 
brandy  Petit  Jean  had  left  beside  him.  As  he 
stept  off  his  pallet  his  legs  shook  beneath  him? 
but  he  succeeded  in  resuming  his  garments,  and 
having  rested  for  a  minute  or  two  on  a  chair,  he 
stole  softly  down  a  back  staircase,  at  the  foot  of 
which  he  paused  to  take  a  survey  of  the  kitchen 
into  which  it  led.  The  cook  alone  occupied  it, 
he  watched  till  her  back  was  turned,  and  whilst 
she  was  muttering  wrathful  expressions  against  a 
pot  of  broth,  the  contents  of  which  was  rushing 
furiously  over  the  sides  in  boiling  eddies  into  the 
fire,  he  passed  through,  and  made  his  way  out 
at  an  opposite  door  which  opened  into  a  basse 
cour;  this  he  also  traversed  unobserved,  and 
glided  through  a  narrow  gateway  leading  into  a 
meadow,  where  several  cows  were  grazing ;  ere 
he  had  advanced  many  paces,  he  started  back  to 
regain  the  shelter  of  the  gateway,  but  too  late? 
for  he  heard  himself  called  upon  by  name, 
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"  What  wouldest  have  with  me  wench  ?  "  he 
asked  sharply,  confronting  the  nymph  of  the 
dairy,  who  came  running"  up  to  him  with  a 
heated  and  ireful  visage — but  checking  herself 
in  a  tide  of  invective  against  an  unruly  cow, 
which  she  had  in  vain  been  attempting  to  milk, 
she  exclaimed    with   terror, 

"  Jesu  Marie !  sir  minstrel,  ye  be  looking 
more  like  a  ghost  than  your  living  self,  ye  be 
more  in  a  way  to  need  help  than  give  it  I  trow." 

"  Faith  !  and  ye  say  truly  wench.  I'm  sore  at 
ease  in  mind  and  body,  and  am  just  progressing 
towards  Father  Boniface,  that  he  may  shrive  me 
in  case  of  what  may  chance ;  man's  but  a  perish- 
able thing  at  best,  Nannette,  and  his  breath 
may  depart  his  carcase  such  time  as  he  least 
dreameth  of,  so  prithee,  for  my  soul's  weal,  do 
not  hinder  me,  and  hark  ye,  do  not  advertise  any 
body  that  thou  hast  seen  me,  I  would  not  have 
it  known  my  conscience  is  so  sore  at  ease." 

"  The  saints  be  good  unto  ye,  Master  du  Bois, 
I  would  not  delay  ye  for  the  world — good  lord, 
why  ye   totter  just  like   a  babe  that's  not  yet 
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learned  to  walk,  ye  will  never  get  so  far  I  trow. 
I  tell  ye  what,  master  du  Bois,"  she  continued 
running-  after  him,  "  if  ye  wont  be  more  than 
an  hour  or  so  gone,  ye  may  mount  the  nag-  yon- 
der, there'll  be  time  enow  then  for  him  to  carry 
me  to  Gros-nez  with  the  milk — there's  to  be  a 
great  assembling  there  at  eve,  the  good  knight, 
our  Seigneur,  is  going  to  be  at  them  varmints 
of  Frenchmen  again."  Du  Bois,  joyfully  pro- 
mising to  be  back  in  an  hour,  availed  himself  of 
the  good-natured  offer,  and  the  tender-hearted 
Nannette,  leading  up  the  nag,  said  with  a  smile, 
she  feared  he  would  not  much  like  his  monture, 
but  du  Bois  was  too  thankful  for  the  unexpected 
assistance  afforded  him,  to  be  fastidious;  he 
mounted  quickly  and  thanking  Nannette,  trotted 
off  at  a  brisk  pace  and  soon  disappeared  in  the 
copse-wood  which  skirted  the  meadow,  through 
which  a  road  had  been  made,  as  it  was  a  short 
cut  to  the  town. 
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CHAPTER   XIV. 

The  day  was  well  nigh  spent,  when  Jacque- 
line, wearied  and  exhausted,  reached  the  Manor. 
Her  feet,  unused  to  rough  roads,  or  much  walk- 
ing*, were  blistered  and  swollen,  so  that  it  was 
not  without  difficulty  she  accomplished  the  last 
two  miles  of  her  pilgrimage, — for  a  pilgrimage 
it  was  which  she  had  imposed  on  herself,  as  a 
penance  for  having  broken  her  vow.  In  yield- 
ing to  the  pleadings  of  her  heart,  to  save  Julien 
from  the  dangers  which  she  feared  would 
shortly  surround  him,  she  had  violated  her  vow 
to  Heaven,  and  her  sacred  promise  to  her  Fa- 
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ther  ;  and  her  pious  soul  shrank  dismayed  from 
the  weight  of  sin  with  which  it  was  about  to  be 
charged  !  Had  her  own  happiness,  her  own 
safety  been  at  stake,  she  would  calmly  have  re- 
signed life  rather  than  infringe  these  vows, — but 
it  was  for  Julien, — the  devoted,  the  faithful  Ju- 
lien,  the  sacrifice  was  demanded.  Could  she 
bear  to  see  him  cut  off  in  the  flower  of  his  youth  % 
No,  her  heart  had  already  reproached  her  for 
the  misery  she  caused  him,  and  if  she  now  sa- 
crificed much  to  human  feelings,  long  and  pain- 
ful had  been  the  sacrifice  she  had  hitherto  made 
to  filial  and  religious  duties.  Yet,  she  did  not 
yield  to  the  pleadings  of  affection  without  di- 
vesting them  of  all  selfish  considerations,  nor 
without,  as  we  have  seen,  imposing  on  herself 
the  severest  mortification  and  penance,  in  expia- 
tion of  her  offence  to  heaven.  Bodily  fatigue, 
fasting,  watching,  and  prayer,  with,  the  ever-en- 
joined, propitiatory  offering  to  the  Church,  were 
called  to  her  aid,  in  quieting  the  voice  of  con- 
science!     She    had  performed    a  journey   of 
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ten  miles,  barefooted,  and  without  having 
tasted  food  for  twenty-four  hours.  On 
reaching  her  chamber,  she  yielded  to  the 
feeling  of  utter  exhaustion  and  sunk  on  her 
couch  ;  yet  would  not  allow  any  food  to  pass 
her  lips ;  although  to  avoid  enquiries  respect- 
ing her  health,  she  ordered  refreshments  to 
be  brought  to  her  apartment,  stating,  and 
with  much  truth,  that  she  felt  it  her  duty  to  de- 
vote to  prayer,  a  day  which  was  big  with  events 
of  vital  importance  to  her  country,  and  to  those 
she  loved.  Having  rested  on  her  couch  for  an 
hour,  Jacqueline  next  knelt  at  herprie  dieu,  and 
quitted  it  not,  till  the  shades  of  evening  stole 
around  her,  and  the  hour  of  appointment  with 
Julien  drew  near.  She  arose  pale  and  languid, 
and  with  trembling  hand  fastened  her  cloak 
around  her.  The  sickness  of  coming  woe  was 
at  her  heart,  as  she  slowly  and  painfully  di- 
rected her  course  towards  the  church.  On  ar- 
riving there,  she  found  the  doors  open ;  mass 
had  been   performed  throughout  the    day,  in 
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commemoration  of  the  martyrdom  of  the  insular 
saint.  Drawing  the  hood,  if  possible,  still  closer 
over  her  face,  to  avoid  being  recognized  by  any 
of  the  supplicants   who   were  now  quitting  the 
holy  fane,  and  lingering  behind  them  when  they 
had  all  passed  out,  she,  with  trembling  anxiety, 
ascended  the  hill,  and  scanned  the  hazy  plain,  in 
the  hope  of  descrying  the  form  she  longed  to 
see  ;  but  she  looked  in  vain  ;  fearful  of  exciting 
curiosity,  she  seated  herself  behind  the  shelter 
of  a  tree,  and  there  kept  her  eager  watch.    One 
after  another  the  dark  figures  of  the  priests  and 
their  assistants  also  passed  from  the  church ;  the 
doors  were  closed,  and  all  around  her  became 
stilly  as  the  grave.     Jacqueline  then  resumed 
her  feverish  pacing,  and  a  thousand  torment- 
ing fears  gnawed  at  her  heart.   Hour  after  hour 
passed,  still  she  could  not  resolve  to  quit  the 
spot.     Each  rustling  leaf  brought  a  throb  of 
hope,  and  then  its  attendant  pang  of  disappoint- 
ment.    Surmises,  vague  and  terrible,  assailed 
her ;  she  pressed  her  hand  to  her  feverish  brow  ; 
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she  reproached  herself  again  and  again  that  she 
had  not,  as  she  at  first  intended,  gone  to  the 
Fortress,  demanded  to  see  Sir  Jul ien,  and  placed 
the  billet  in  his  hands  without  making  herself 
known.  The  dread  of  his  recognizing  her,  or 
of  being  observed  by  any  of  the  Islanders,  when 
she  presented  herself  there,  had  induced  her  to 
take  advantage  of  the  favourable  opportunity  of 
forwarding  it,  which,  as  we  have  seen,  chance 
prevented.  There  was  a  degree  of  blunt  can- 
dour, of  uprightness  and  honesty  in  the  manner 
of  the  soldier,  which  had  won  her  confidence ; 
and  she  could  not,  even  now,  bring  herself  to 
believe,  that  he  had  failed  in  so  sacred  a  promise ; 
whence  arose  many  contanding  doubts.  Had 
Julien  refrained  from  keeping  the  appointment 
to  convince  her  that  he  determined  to  give  no 
longer  indulgence  to  his  hopeless  passion  ?— -she 
remembered  his  sacred  vow  never  to  love 
but  her-— and  that  idea  was  dismissed.  Then 
came  another — had  he  left  the  Fortress  ?  had  he 
returned  to  France  ?~ had  he  been   entrusted 
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with  the  dispatch  which  had  been  intercepted  ? 
if  so,  she  shuddered  to  think  what  might  be  his 
fate  !  But  no,  a  moment's  reflection  dismissed 
this  idea  also ! — had  he  any  intention  of  quit- 
ting the  Fortress  immediately  on  taking  leave 
of  her,  it  was  hardly  to  be  thought  he  would 
have  omitted  saying  so.  At  any  rate,  du  Bois 
could  not  be  ignorant  of  his  departure,  and  were 
he  not  sure  of  his  being  still  in  the  Island,  he 
would  not  have  betrayed  such  intense  anxiety  to 
warn  him  of  his  danger.  She  had  therefore  no 
alternative  but  to  return  to  her  self-accusations, 
and  believe  that  her  messenger  had  proved 
faithless.  She  little  dreamed  that  the  hone^ 
heart  she  bitterly  accused  was  cold  and  sense- 
less, and  buried,  with  her  important  missive,  in 
an  unhallowed  grave. 

From  these  agitating  thoughts,  she  sunk  into 
gloomy  despondency,  and  walked  to  and  fro  on 
the  knoll  with  a  sort  of  aching  vacancy  at  her 
heart.  Presently,  some  heavy  footsteps  broke  on 
the  silence — she  elapsed  her  hands  together-^- 
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her  every  pulse  stood  still  with  expectation  ! — 
Another  and  another  tramp  was  heard,  and  the 
sickness  of  despair  again  crept  over  her  ;  alas  ! 
it  was  not  Julien  de  Montessy  !  As  the  party 
passed  beneath,  she  distinguished  the  voice 
of  her  uncle  and  the  Seigneur  of  Anneville,  who 
rode  side  by  side  at  the  head  of  their  armed 
retainers.     She  heard  the  latter  say, 

"They  must  surrender  ere  another  moon 
pass  over  their  heads.  They  cannot  be  provi- 
sioned for  a  week." 

"  Nor  shall  they  need  provisions  many  hours 
after,  I  trow!"  answered  her  uncle,  "  incarnate 
devils,  they  shall  one  and  all  expiate  their  enor- 
mities at  the  point  of  the  sword— we  will 
slaughter  them  like  so  many  wild  beasts !— they 
be  not  content  to  slay  and  torture  within  their 
own  dungeons,  but  they  prowl  about  the  coun- 
try like  hungry  wolves  as  they  be.     This  very 

morning1 "  here  his  voice  was  drowned  in  the 

distance  and  by  the  heavy  tread  of  his  numerous 
followers. 
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Jacqueline  listened,  and  lingered  long,  long 
after  the  sounds  of  their  footsteps  died  away. 
Convinced,  at  length,  that  it  was  useless  to 
prolong  her  watch,  she  turned  her  steps  towards 
the  manor,  oppressed  with  anguish  of  mind  and 
fatigue  of  body. 

On  arriving,  she  found  that  Margaret  had  re- 
tired to  rest,  and  it  was  a  relief  to  her  thus  to 
avoid  the  scrutiny  and  anxious  enquiries  of  her 
affectionate  friend  ;  for,  she  felt  that  the  anguish 
of  her  mind  was  too  mighty,  too  overwhelming 
to  be  concealed.  Declining  the  services  of  her 
attendant,  as  well  as  the  refreshments  she  had 
brought  to  her  chamber,  Jacqueline  secured  the 
door,  to  prevent  intrusion,  and  throwing  herself 
with  wild,  agonized  grief  on  a  settle,  gave  in- 
dulgence to  a  passionate  burst  of  tears.  Her 
sorrow  admitted  of  no  consolation.  That  refuge 
from  despair,  to  which  (unconsciously)  even  the 
heart  of  the  death-doomed  culprit  turns  to  the 
last  hour  of  existence, — Hope, — was  closed 
upon  her:  she-  dared  not, — would  not  breathe 
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a  prayer,  a  wish,  that  individual  misery  might 
be  averted  at  the  sacrifice  of  the  peace,  nay,  the 
lives  of  hundreds  ;  and  above  all,  at  the  ex- 
pence  of  happiness  to  beings  so  loved,  so  va- 
lued, as  those  with  whom  heaven  had  associated 
her  in  sweet  daily  communion.  Alas !  poor 
Jacqueline!  terrible  and  bitter  was  the  conflict 
her  generous,  impassioned  nature  sustained 
throughout  that  eventful  night! 

Exhaustion  of  body  was  so  completely  ab- 
sorbed in  mental  anguish  and  excitement,  that 
she  thought  not  of  rest.  Sometimes  pacing 
her  chamber,  and  yielding  sway  to  a  convulsive 
flood  of  tears,  addressing  passionate  words  of 
affection  to  de  Montessy,  as  though  he  were 
present,  or  the  most  fervent  ejaculations  to 
heaven  on  his  behalf, — sometimes  seated  at  her 
window,  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  starry  canopy 
above, — her  wild  grief  subdued,  calmed,  and 
even  awed  by  the  sacred  quietude  of  nature, — 
she  passed  the  tedious  hours.  It  was,  probably, 
during  one  of  those  intervals  of  soothed  and 
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hallowed  feeling's,  that  she  penned  the  effusion 
which  was  some  time  afterwards  discovered  by 
Margaret,  and  treasured  up  with  admiring  pride 
and  fondness.  I  have  attempted  to  render  in 
verse  the  poetical  ideas  which  Jacqueline  so 
beautifully  expressed  in  Italian  prose  ;— she 
seems  to  have  been  perfect  mistress  of  that  elo- 
quent and  harmonious  language,— a  rare  accom- 
plishment at  that  period. 

MIDNIGHT  REFLECTIONS.* 

Alas  !  cannot  even  this  sweet,  soothing  hour  steep 
My  heart's  undying  anguish  in  oblivion's  sleep  ! 
No,  when  the  soul  has  drained  the  bitter  cup  of 

woe, 
The  weary-weeping  eyes  unused  to  slumber  grow  I 
E'en  now  to  home  and   rest,  the  busy  world  has 

fled, 


*  These  Lines  are  published  either  in  the  -'Metropolitan," 
or  the  "  Belle  Assemblee."  The  Author  does  not  at  the 
moment  remember  to  which  Magazine  they  were  sent. 
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And  slumbering  Nature  breathes  the  stillness  of 
the  dead ! 

The  dead!3— Ah,  me!     How  chilling  is  that  fear- 
ful sound, — 

The   countless,   sleeping    dead ! — Where    dwell 
they  ? — Gaze  around, 

On  yon  fair  silv'ry  moon,  and  yonder  milky  way, 

In  realms  of  woe  or  bliss,  far,  far  beyond  dwell 
they  ! 

Yea,  in  bright  realms  of  bliss,  the  righteous  dead 
do  dwell ; 

But  where  the  wicked?     Where  ?     Shall  mortal 
dare  to  tell  ! 

The  thought  alone   doth  fill  the   wondring  soul 
with  gloom : 

With  trembling  awe  and  fear  for  its  own  future 
doom. 

For  who  unmoved  shall   meet  the  solemn  judg- 
ment day,— 

When  heaven,  earth,  and  sea  in  chaos  flee  away. 

When,  at  the  trumpet's  sound,  the  startled  dead 
shall  rise, 
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"With  forms  of  purer  mould,   to  fit  them  for  the 

skies ! 
Pause  then  ye  sons  of  men,— pause  in  your  wild 

career, 
Oh,  learn  that  ye  have  no  abiding  city  here  ! 
As   blooming   flowrets   fade   'neath    Spring   and 

Autumn  skies, 
So  man,  in  youth  and  age,   at   Death's  stern  fiat 

dies ; 
And,  e'en   alike  to   you,  ye   thoughtless  and  ye 

gay, 

A  feaiful  time  must  come  ;— A  solemn  judgment 
day  ! 
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